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TO MY FATHER 


I DEDJ£!ATE to you a work, which is submitted to the public with 
a diffidence and hesitation proportioned to the novelty of the effort 
it represents. For in this poem I have abandoned those forms of 
verse with which I had most familiarized my thoughts, and have, 
endeavored to follow a path on which I could 'discover no footprints 
before me, either to guide or to warn. 

There is a moment of profound discouragement which succeeds 
to prolonged effort; when, the labor which has become a habit 
having ceased, we miss th^ sustaining sense of its companionship, 
and stand, with a feeling of strangeness and embarrassment, before 
the abrupt and' naked result. As regards myself, in the present 
instance, the force of aU such sensations is increased by the cir- 
cumstances to which I have referred. And in this moment of 
discouragement and doubt, my heart instinctively turns to you, 
from whom it has so often sought, from whom it has never failed 
tp#ieoeiy^^jB^{fert. 

not inscribe to you this book because it contains 'anythit^ 
that, is worthy of the bdoved,^and honored name with which 1 thus 
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sedc to associate it: nor yot because 1 would avail myself of a 
vulgar pretext to display in public an affection that is best honored 
by the silence which it renders sacred. • 

Feelings only such as those with which, in days when there eX' 
isted for me no critic less gentle than yourseli, 1 brought to you 
my childish manuscripts; feelings only such as those which Ixave, 
in later years, associated witli your heart all that has moved or 
occupied my own, — lead me once more to seek assurance from the 
grasp of that hand which has hitherto been my guide and comfort 
through the life I owe to you. 

And as in childhood, when existence had no toil beyond the 
day’s simple lesson, no ambition beyond the neighboring a])proval 
of the night, 1 brought to you the morning’s task for thc^vening’s 
sanction, so now I bring to you this self-appointed task-work of 
maturer years ; less confident indeed of your approval, but not less 
confident of your love; and anxious only to realize your presence 
. between myself and the public, and to mingle with those severer 
voices to whoso final sentence I submit my work the beloved and 
gracious accents of your own. 


OWEN MEREDITH. 
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CANTO L 


I. 

LETTER FROM THE COMTESSE BE NEVERS TO LORD ALFRED 

VAR(SRAVE. 

“I HEAR from Bigorre you are there. I am told 
You are going to marry Miss Darcy. Of old, 

So long since you may have forgotten it now, 

(When we parted as friends, soon mere strangers to grow,) 
Your last words recorded a pledge — what you will — 

A promise — the time is now come to fulfil. 

The letters I ask you, my lord, to return, 

I desire to receive from your hand. You discern 
My reasons, which, therefore, I need not explain. 

%e dislance to Luchon is short. I remain 
A montlL in these mountains. Miss Darcy, perchance. 

Will forego one brief page from the summer romance 
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Of her courtship, and spare you one day from your place 
At her feet, in the light of her fair English face. 

I desire nothing more, and I tnist you will feel 
I desire nothing much. . * 

“ Your friend always, 

“Lucile.” 


II. 



Now in May Farr, of course, — in the fair month of May — 
When life is abundant, and busy, and gay: 

When the markets of London are noisy about 

Young ladies, 
and strawberries, - 
“ only just out*' : 

' Fresh strawberries .sold 
under all tlie house-eaves. 

And young ladies on sale for the strawberry-leaves : 

When cards, invitations, and three-corner’d notes 
Fly about like white butterflies — gay little motes 
In the sunbeam of Fashion ; and even Blue Books 
Take a heavy-wing’d flight, and grow busy as rooks; 

And the postman (that (lenius, indifferent and stern. 

Who shakes out even-handed to all, from his urn. 

Those lots which so often decide if our day 
. Shell be fretful and anxious, or joyous and gay) 

Brings^ each morning, more letters of one sort or other 
Thajfli Cadmus, himself, put tc^ther, to bother' 

Xhe heads. .Hellenes ;-w- 1 say, in the season 
Of Fak 'iN^3r,i in hlhy Fair, there can be no reason 

<iui^ly mtonchiug your dry-toast and butter, 
rA^ifves ^^i^uld be suddenly throAvn in a flutter 
.At ihe si^|<^ a neiit little letter, address’d . . 
a wom^S . jlliKlwritin^ containing, half-guess’d. 
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21 


An odor of violets faint as the Spring, 

And coquettishly seal’d with a small signet-ring. 

^But in Autumn, the season, of sombre rellectiou. 

When a damp day, at breakfast, begins with dejection; 
Far from London and Paris, and ill at one’s ease. 

Away in the heart of the blue Pyrenees, 

Where a call from the doctpr, a stroll to the bath, 

A ride through the hills on a hack like a lath, 

A cigar, a French novel, a tedious flirtation, 

Are all a man finds for his day’s occupation, 

The whole case, believe me, is totally changed. 

And a letter may alter the, plans we arranged 
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Over-night, for the slaughter of Time — a wild beast, 

Which, though classified yet by no naturalist. 

Abounds in these mouutains, more hard to ensnare. 

And more mischievous, too, than the Lynx or the Bear. 

III. 

1 marvel less, theretoie, that, having already 
Torn open this note, witli a hand most unsteady. 

Lord Alfred was startled. 

Tlie mouth is September; 

Time, morning ; the scene at Bigorre ; (pray remember 
These facts, gentle reader, because 1 intend 
To fling all the unities by at the end.) 

He walk’d to the window. The morning was chiU: 

The brown woods were crisp’d in the cold on the hill* 

The sole thing abroad in the streets was the wind: 

And the straws on the gust, like the thoughts in his mind, 
Bose, and eddied around and around, as tho’ ‘teasing 
Each other. The prospect, in truth, was unpleasing: 

And Lord Alfred, whilst mo«xlily gazing around it. 

To himself more than once (vex’d in soul) sigh’d 
"(Joufound it!” 


rv. 

What the thoughts were which led to this bad interjection. 
Sir, or Madam, 1 leave to your future detection; 

‘For whatever they were, they were burst in upon. 

As the door was burst through, by my lord’s Cousin John. 

COUSIN JOHN. 

A fool, Alfti^, a fool, a most motley fooll 


LORD ALFRSP. 


Who? 
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JOHN. 

I^e man who has anything better to do; 

And yet so far forgets himself, so far degrades 
His position as Man, to this worst of all trades, 
Which even a well-brought-np ape were above, ' 

To travel about with a woman in love, — 

Unless she’s in love with himself. 

ALFKED. 

Indeed! why 

Are you here then, dear Jack ? 

JOHN. 

Can’t you guess it? 


ALFRED. 

Not 1. 


JOHN. 

Because I have, nothing that ’s better to do. 

I had rather be bored, my dear Alfred, 'by you. 

On the whole (T must own), than be bored by myself. 
That perverse, imperturbable, golden-hair’ d elf — 

Your Will-o’-the-wisp — that has led you and me 
Such a dance through these hills — 

ALFRED. 

Who, Matilda? 


JOHN. 


Yes ! she, 

W 

Of course! who but she could contrive so to k^p 
One’s eyes, and one’s feet too, from falling asleep 
For even one half-hour of the long twenty-four? 
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What’s the matter? 


ALFRED. 


JOHN. 

Why, she is — a matter, the more 
I consider about it, the more it demands 
An attention it does not deserve; {ind expands 
Beyond the dimensions wliich ev’n crinoline. 

When possess’d by a fair face and saucy Eighteen, 

Ls entitled to take in this very small star, 

Already too crowded, as T think, by ^ar. 

You read -Malthus and Sadler? 

ALFKEU. 

Of course. 


JOHN. 

To what US' , 

When you countenance, calmly, such monstrous abuse 
Of ,one mere human creature’s legitimate space 
In this world ? Mars, Apollo, Virorum ! the case 
Wholly passes my patience. 

ALFRED. 

My own is worse tried. 


Yours, Alfred ? 


JOHN. 


« 

ALFRED. 

Read this, if you doubt, and decide.^ 
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LUGILE, 


'JL\) 


JOHN (reading the 

hear f rom Bigorre you are there. 

Yotb are going to marry Mwi Darcy. 

What is this ? 

ALFRED. 

Read it on to the end, and you 'll know, 
JOHN (continues reading). 

“ When we partied, your last words recorded a mv) — 

Wlmt you will” 

Hang it! this 
smells all ovcir, I swear, 

Of adventures and violets. 

•Was it your hair 
You promised a lock of ? 



letter). 

I am told 
Of old — ” 


ALFRED. 

Read on. You 'll discern. 

JOHN (emitinucs). 

“ Those letters I ask you, my lord, to return.” 

Humph! . . . Letters! . . . the matter is worse than I guess’d; 
I have my misgivings — 

ALFRED. 

Well, read out the rest, 

And advise. 

JOHN. 

Eh ? . Where was 1 * . . . 

^ (continues) 

Miss Darcy, perchance. 

Will forego one hrief page fnrm ' the siimmer romance 
Of her cottrtship ” . . . 
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, Egad! a romance, for my part, 

I'd forego every page of, and not break my heart! 


Continue ! 


ALFRED. 


- JOHN {reading). 

And spate ym one day from your place 
At her feeV . . . 

Pray forgive me the passing grimace. 
1 wish you had my place! 


{reads) 


“ I trust you will feel 
I desire nothing much. Yow friend^' ... ^ 

Bless me! '^LuciW? 


The Comtesse de Nevers? 


ALFRED. 

Yes. 


JOHN. 


What will you do? 
ALFRED. 

You ask me just what 1 would rather ask jou. 

k 

JOHN. 


You can't go, 


ALFRED, 

I must 


JOHN. 

And Matilda) 
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ALFBED. 

Oh, that 

Y^u mast n^age! 

JOHN. 

Must I? I dedine it, though, flat 
lu an hour the horses will be at the door. 

And Matilda is now in her habit. Before 
I have finish’d my breakfast, of course I receive 
A message for “ dear Cousin John .^ ”... I must leave 
At the jeweller’s the bracelet which you broke last night; 
I must .call for the musia 
* “Dear Alfred is right: 

The black shawl looks best : will 
I Change it? Of course 
I can just stop, in passing, 
to order the horse. 

Then Beau has the mumps,’ or St. Hubert knows wliat ; 

Will I see the dog-doctor ? ” Hang Beau ! I will not, 

ALFRED. 

Tush, tushl this is serious. 



JOHN. 

It is. 


Yott" must think — 


ALFRED. 

Very well. 


JOHN. 

What excuse will you make, tho’? 


ALFRED. 

Oh, tell 

M^ that , . lend me your wits, Jackl . . . the deuc^t 
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ban you not stietch your genius to fit a Mend’s use t 
Excuses are clothes which, when ask’d unawai^, 

Good Breeding to naked Necessity spares. 

You must have a whole wardrobe, no doubt. 


JOHN. 

Matilda is jealous, -you know, as Othello. 

ALFKED. 


My dear fellow. 


You joke. 


JOHN. 

I am serious. Why go to Luchon? 
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AL7BED. 

Don’t ask me. I have not a choice, my dear John. 

Brides, shall I own a strange sort of desire, 

Before 1 extinguish forever the fire 

Of youth and romance, in whose shadowy light 

Hope whisper’d her first fairy tales, to excite 

The last spark, till it rise, and fade far in that dawn 

Of my days where the twilights of life were first drawn 

By the rosy, reluctant auroras of Love; 

In short, from tKe dead Past the gravestone to move ; 

Of the years long departed forever to take 
One last look, one final farewell; to awake 
“TTe Heroic of youth from the Hades of joy. 

And once more be, though but for an hour, Jack — a boy! 

JOHN. 

You had better go hang yourself. 


ALFRED. 

No! were it' but 

To make sure that the Past from the Future is shut. 

It were worth the step back. Do you think we should live 
With the living, so lightly, and learn to survive 
That wild moment in which to the grave and its gloom 
We consign’d our heart’s best, if the doors of the tomb 
Were not lock’d with a key which Fate keeps for our sake ? 
If the dead coiild return, or the corpses awake? 


Nonsense I 


JOHN. 


ALFRED. 

^ Not wholly. The man who gets 'up 
A fill’d guest from the banquet, and. drains off hi^ cup, 
Bees the last lamp extinguish’d with cheerfulness, goes 
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Well contented to bed, and enjoys its repose. 

But he who hath supp’d at the tables of kings, 

And yot starved in the sight of luxurious things, 

Who hatli watch’d the wine flow, by himself but half tas^, 
Heard the music, and yet miss’d the tunc; who hath wasted 
One part of life’s grand possibilities; — friend, 

That man will bear with him, be sure, to the end, 

A blighted experience a rancor within: 

You may call it a virtue, I call it a sin. 

.JOHN. 

I see you remember the cynical story 
Of that wicked old piece of Expeiience — a hoary 
Lothario, whom dying, the priest by his bed 
(Knowing well the unprincipled life he had led. 

And observing, with no small amount of surprise, 

Besignation and calm in the old sinner’s eyes) 

Ask’d if ho had nothing that weigh’d on his mind: 

“Well, . . . no,” . says Lothario, “I think not I find. 
On reviewing ray life, which in most things was pleasant, 

•I never neglected, when once it was present. 

An occasion of pleasing myself. On the whole, 

T have nought to regret”, . and so, .smiling, his soul 
Took its flight from this world. 


Which is best i 

» 


AliFaBD. 

Well, Begret or Bemorse, 


JOHN. 

Why, Regret 

ALFKEI). 

No; Remorse, Jack, of coarse; 
For the one is feleled, be sure, to the other. 
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B^pret is a spiteful old maid; but her brother, 

Bemorse, though a widower certamly, yet 

JZiw been wed to young Pleasure. Dear Jack, hang Begret ! 

JOHN. 

Bref! you mean, then, to go? 

ALFUEO. 

Bref! I do. 


JOHN. 

Are you really in love with Matilda? 


One word . . . stay! 


ALFEEO. 

What a question! Of course. 


Love, eh? 


JOHN. 

Wen you really in love 

With Madame de Nevers? ' 


Never reaUi/. 


ALFRED. 

What; Lucile? No, by Jove, 


JOHN. 

She’s pretty? 


ALFRED. 

Decidedly so 

At least, so she was, some ten summers ago. 

As soft, and as sallow as Autumn — with hair 
lather *black, nor yet brown, but that tinge which the air 
Takes at eve in September, when night lingers lone 
Through a vineyard, from beams of a slow-setting sun. 
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Eyes — the wistful gazelle’s; the fine foot of a fairy; 

And a hand lit a fay’s wand to wave, — white and airy, 
A voice soft and sweet as u 'tune that one knows. 
Something in lier there was, set yon thinking of those 
Strange backgrounds of lUphael . that hectic and deep 
Brief twil^i'ht m which soiithein suns tall asleep. 

JOHN. • * 

i 

Coquette t 

ALFRED 

Not at all. ’Twas her one fault. Not she! 
I had loved her the better, had .she less loved me. 

The heart o| a man’s like tlwt delicate weed 
Whioh requiilw to be tranlpled on, boldly indeed. 

Ere it give forth the fragrance you wish to extract 
*Tis a simile, me, if not new, exaot 
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change so. 


JOHK. • 


ALFRED. 

Of course. 

JOHN. 

♦ 

Aud, unless rumor errs, 

I believe that, last year, the Comtesse de Nevers* 

Was at Baden the rajge — held an absolute court 
Of devoted adorers, and really made sport 
Of her subjects. 


ALFRED. 

Indeed ! 


JOHN. 

.When she broke off with you 
Her engagement, her heart did not break with it? 

ALFRED. 

Pooh I 

Pray would you have had her dress always in black. 

And shut herself up in a convent, dear Jack? 

Besides, 'twas hiy fault the engagement was broken. 

* 0 Shakespeare ! how oouldst thou ask What 's in a name i 
T is the devil *s iii it, when a bard has to framr* 

English rhymes foi alhnnee with names tliat aie Fiench : 

And in these rhymes of mine, well I know that I tmneh 
All too iar on that license which riitics refuse, 

With just nght, to accord to a well-bi ought-up Muse. 

Yet, tho* faulty the union, in msny a line, 

*Twixt my British-born verse and my French Iieroine, 

%inoe, however auspiciously wedded they be, 

There is many a pair that yet cannot agree*, 

Yonr forgiveness for this pair, the author invites, 

Whom necessity, not inclination, unites. 
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JOHN. 

Most likely. How was it^ 


ALFEBH. 

The tale is soon spoken. 

* She bored me. I show’d it She saw it What next^ 
She reproach’d. I retorted. Of course she was vex’d. 

I was vex’d tliat she* was so. She sulk’d. So did T. 

If I ask’d her to sing, she look’d ready to cry. 

I was contrite, submissive. She soften’d. I harden’d. 

At noon 1 was banish’d. At eve I was pardon’d. 

She said 1 had no heart I said she had no reason. 

I swore sh4 talk’d nonsense. She sobbtd I talk’d treason^. 
In short, my dear fellow, ’twas time, as you see. 

Things should come to a ciisis, and finish ’Twas site 
By whom to that crisis the inattei was brought 
She released m& 1 Imger’d. I luigei’d, she thought, 

With too sullen an aspect Tliis gave me, of course. 

The occasion to fly in a rage, mount my horse. 

And declare myself uiicomprehended. And so 
We parted. The rest of the story you know. 


Ho, indoeA 


JOHN. 


ALFRBI). 

Well, we parted. Of course we could not 
Continue to meet, as before, in one spot ' 

You conceive it was awkward? Even Don Eerdinando 
Can do, you remember, no more tlian he can do. 

I think that I acted exceedingly well, 

Considering the time when ^his rupture befell, 

Eor Baris waa charming just then. It deranged 
All my plans fiojr the winter. I ask’d to be changed — 
Wrote for Hejples.^'then vacant -r^ obtain’d it-;- and so 
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my new post at bnoe; but scarce reach’d it, when lo! 
My first news from Paris informs me Lucile 
Is ^ and in danger. Oon«eiv6 what I feel. 

I fly hack. I find her recover’d, but yet 



,,,it 

Jbooking I am seized with a contrite re^pret; 

I ^^lenew the engagement. 

JOHN. 


And she? 
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Koflectb, but dcclmo<j We part, jswearing to be 
Friends ever, friends only All that sort of thing I 
We each keep oni letters a jiortiait . a ring 
With a pledge to leturu them 
whenever the one 
Or the othei sh«ill call hn 
them back 



tniiN 


Pray so on 


AT.FR1,I> 

My stoiy^ is finish’d Of course J enjoin 
On Jmcile all those thousand good maxims we com 
To supply the piim deficit found m our days, 

When Love leaves tliem bankrupt I preach She obeys. 
She goes out m the woild, takes to daiicmg once more — 
A pleasure she rarely mdulged in before 
I go back to my jiost, and collect (I must own 
’T 18 a taste I Iwd never liefore, my dear John) 

Antiques and small ElrA^virs Heigho! now, Jack, 

You know all 


JOHN {after a paim). 

You are really resolved to go back?* 


Eh. wk^? 


ALFRED. 
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JOHN. 

^ • To that Voorst of all places — the psist. 

Ifou remember Lot’s wife? ' 


AlFREl). 

’Twas a promise when last 
We parted. My honor is pledged to it. 

.lOlIN. 

Well, 

What is it you wish me to do? 


ALKREI). 

You must tell 

Matilda, 1 meant to have ctill’d — to leave word — 
To explain — but the time was so pressmg — 


.loirii. 


My lord, 

Your lordship’s obedient! 1 really can’t do . . . 


ALFRED. 

You wish then to break off my marriage? 


JOHN. 


No, no! 

But indeed I can’t see why yourself you need take 
These letters. 


ALFRED. 

Not .see? would you have me, tlicn, break 
A promise my honor is pledged to? 


JOHN (humMing). 

' And amay! mid dranger” , . . 


'‘Off, off, 



LUCILE. 


Pkm 4^ 



ALFitm 

Oh, good! oh, jou scoff I 


JOHN. 

At what, my dear Alfred ? 


ALFRED. 

At all things! 


JOHN. 


Indeed ? 


^ ALFRED. 

0 

Yes; I see that your heart is as dry as a reed: 

That the dew of your youth is rubb’d off you : I see. 
You liave no feeling left in you, even for me ! 

At honor you jest ; you are cold as a stone 
To the warm voice of friendship. Belief you have none ; 
You have lost faith in all things. You carry a blight 
About with you everywhere. Yes, .at the sight 
Of such callous indifference^ who could be calm ? 

•I must leave you at once. Jack, or else the last balm 
That is left me in (xilead you’ll turn into gall. 

Hisartless, cold, unconcem’d . . . 


JOHN. 

Have you done? Is tttat all? 
Well, then, listen to me! I presume when you made 

yo»ir mind to propose to Miss Darcy, you weigh’d , ' 
Iho <hfawl)acka against the equivalent gains, 
i'he point. What remains, 


,.^t to to.^j'bur choifce ? You want money : ’ ’t is , . 

: *t is- yburs; , A, ckroer^:-'.'^' 

' A'jfrifa, ■yonng, '-and'' prefe^ ..as' ifeh, ■ ; 
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To be running away, on the eve of all this, 

To a woman whom never for once did you miss 
Al^^i^ese years since you left her ? Who knows what may hap ? 
This letter — to me — is a palpable trap. 

The woman has changed since you knew her. Perchance 
She yet seeks to renew her youth’s broken romance. 

•WTien women begin to feel youth and their beauty 

Slip from them, they count it a sort of a duty 

To let nothing else slip away unsecured 

Which these, while they lasted, miglit once have procured. 

Lucde’s a coq^uette'to the end of her fingers, 

X will stake my last farthing. Perhaps the wish lingers 

To recall the once reckless, indifferent lover 

To the feet he has left; let intrigue now recover 

Wliat ^th could not keep. 'T were a vengeance, no doubt — 

A triumph; — but why must ym bring it about? 

You are risking the substance of all that you schemed 
To obtain; and for what? some mad dream you have dream’d. 

ALFBKD. 

But there’s nothing to risk. You exaggerate. Jack. 

You mistake. In three days, at the most, I am back. 

JOHN. 

Ay, but how? . . . discontented, unsettled, upset, 

Bearing with you a comfortless twinge of r^et; 

Preoeofipied, sulky, and likely enough 
To make j^our betroth’d break off all, in a huff. 

Three days, do you say? But in three days who knows 
Wbat may happen? I don’t, nor do you,. I suppose* 

;lk.all*the good things in this good world around us, 
i we most abvmdantly furnish’d end found us, . 

i^r that reason, we least <uire about, , 
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* 

And can best spare our friends, is good counsel, no doubt. 
But advice, when ’tis sought from a friend (though civility 
May forbid to avow it), means mere liability 
In the bill we already have <lrawn on fiemorse. 

Which we deem that a true friend is bound to indorse. 

A mere lecture on debt from that friend is a bore. 

Thus, the better his cousin’s advice was, the more 
Alfred Vargrave with angry resentment opposed it. 

And, having the worst of the contest, he closed it 
With so firm a resolve his bad ground to maintain. 

That, sadly perceivuig resistance was vain. 

And argument fruitless, the amiable track 
Came to tm;pis, and assisted his cousin to pack 



A slender valise (the one small condescension 

Which his final remonstrance obtain’d), whose dimension 

Exduded* large outfits ; and, cursing his stars, he 

iShook hands with his friend and return’d to Miss Darcy. 

« 

VI. 

Jjord Alfred, when last to the window he turn'd. 

Ere he lock’d up and quitted his chamber, discern’d • 
Mm^da.ride by, witii her cheek beaming bright 
In what Virgil has call’d 'Youth’s purpureal light* 
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(I Ifte the expression, and can’t find a better). 

He sigh'd as he look’d at her. Wd he r^t her ? 
In ’I^er habit *and hat, with her glad golden hair, 

As airy and blithe as a bUthe bird in air. 

And her arch rosy lips, and her eager blue eyes. 
With their little impertinent look of surprise. 

And her round youthful figure, 
and fair neck, below 
The dark drooping feather, as 
radiant as "snow, — 

I can only declare, "that 
if I had the chance 
Of passing three days in 
the exquisite glance 


afe Lgiw. m«e, I Sh»ald mudj h.« ^grdttod 
‘ might lo« me <»« Imtt-hmir 

to plewent. ''h'” “““ “ 
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For, if one drop of milk fnan the bright Milky Way 
Could turn into a woman, ’t would look, I idare say, 
Not more fresh than Matilda was looking tlml day. 

' VII 

But, whatever the feelmg that prompted the sigh 
With which Alfred Vaigrave now watch’d her ride by, 
I can only affirm that, m watchmg her ride, 

As he turn’d fiom the window, he certainly sigh’d. 
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LETTEB FROM LOUD ALFRED VARGRAVE TO THE GOMTESSE BE 

NEVERS. 

“ BlGOuaK, Tuesday. 


, Your note, Madam, reach’d me to-day, at Bigorfe, 

And commands (need 1 add ?) my obedience. Before 
The night I shall be at Luchon — where a line, 

If sent to Duval’s, the hotel where I dine, 

Will find me, awaiting your orders. Receive 
My respects. 

Yours sincerely, 

“A. Vargrave. 

‘ I leave 


In an hour,* 


n. 

In an hour from the time he wrote this, 
Alfred Vargrave, in tracking a mountain abyss, 

Gave the rein to his steed and his thoughts, and pursued. 
In pursuing his course through the blue solitude, 

. The reflections that j<)urney gave rise to. 

And here 

{Because, without some such precaution, I fear 
, m^ht fail to distinguish them each from the rest 

the world they belong to; whose captives are drest, 
our cpnviots, precisely the same one -and 

the coat cut for Peter is pass’d on to Paul) . 
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X liesolve, on® by one, when I pick from the mai9S 
The persons I wanti, as ^fore you they paa^ 

To label them broadly in plain black and white ^ 

On the backs of them. Thei-efore whilst yet he ’s in sight, 
i first label my hero. 


ITI. 

The age is gone o’er 

When a man may in all things he all. We have more 
Painters, poets, musicians, and artists, no doubt, • 

Than the great Cinquecento gave birth to; but out 
Of a mUliqn of mere dilettanti, when, when 
Will a new Leonardo arise on our ken? 



‘ He is g<me with the age which begat him. Our own 
Is too vast, and too .complex, for one man alone 
To epihody it^ purpiMe, hnd hold it shut close 

’Thmae were giants in those 
feuti-in these days of ours, 
we-idistribtite the powers, ' , 


f«v4S 


shouldei* Sees more 
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And in life's lengthen’d alphabet what used to be 
To our sires X Y Z is to us C. 

t Vaniui is roasted alive for hiB pains, 
ut a Bacon comes after and picks up his brains. 
A Bruno is angrily seized by the throttle 
And hunted about by thy ghost, Aristotle, 



Till a More or Lavater step into his place: 

Then the world turns and makes an admiring grimace. 
Once the men were so great and so few, tlxey app«ir. 
Through a distant Olympian atmosphere. 

Like vast Caryatids upholding the age. 

Now the men are so many and small, disengage 
One man from the million to mark him, next moment 
, The crowd sweeps liim hurriedly out of your comment; 
And since we seek vainly (to praise in our songs) 

'Mid bur fellows the size which to heroes belongps, 

-We take the whole age for a hero, in want 
* Of a* better ; and still, in its favor, descant 
Cta St and the beauty which, failing^to find 
' In any one ^^omx, we ascribe to mankind. 
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IV. 

Alfred Vaigrave was one 9t Uiose men who achieve 
So little, because of the much they conceive. 

With irresolute finger he knock’d at each one 
Of the doorways of life, and abided m none. 

His course, by each star that would cross it, was set. 

And whatever he did lit* was sure to regret. 

That target, discus-s’il b_> the travellers of old. 

Which to one ap])ear’d argent, to one appear’d gold. 

To liim, ovei lingering on Doubt’s dizzy maigent, 

Apjtoar’d in one moment both golden and argent. 

Tlie man ivho .seeks oue tiling in life, and but one. 

May hope to acliicve it before life be ilone; 

But he who seeks all things, wherever he goes, 

Only reaps from the hopes which around him he sows 
A harvest of baiien regrets. And the worm 
Tliat crawls on in tin* dust to the ih'fiuite tenn 
Of its creeping existence, and sees nothing more 
Than the patli it pursues till its creeping be o’er. 

In its hmited vision, is happier far 

Than the Half-Hage, whof<e course, fix’d by no friendly star 
Is by each star distracted in turn, and who knows 
Each will still lx* as distant wherever he goes. 

* 

V. 

Both brilliant and brittle, both bold and unstable. 

Indecisive yet keen, Alfred Vorgrave seem’d able 
To dazzle, but not to illumine mankind. 

A vigorous, various, versatile mind; 

A character wavering, fitful, uncertain, 

As the shadow that shakes o’er a luminous curtain, 

Vague, flitting, but on it forever impressing 
The shape of sutao sulistauco at which you stand guessing: 
When you sud, "All is worthless and weak here,’* behold! 
Into tight on a sudden there seem’d to ui&fold 
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Chreat outlines of streniions truth in the man : 

When you said, “This is genius,” the outlines grew wan. 
An|L Ills life, though in all things So gifted and skill’d. 
Was, at best, but a promise which nothing fulfill’d. 


VI. 

In the budding of youth, ere wild winds can deflower 
The shut leaves of man’s life, round the germ of his power 
Yet folded, his life had been earnest Alas! 

In that life one occasion, one moment, there was 
When this earnestness might, with the life-sap of youth. 
Lusty fruitage have borne in his manhood’s full growth; 
But it found him too soon, when his nature was still 
The delicate toy of too pliant a will, 

The boisterous wind of the world to resist, 

Or the frost of the world’s wintry wisdom. 

He miss’d 

That occasion, too rathe in its advent. 

Since then. 

He had made it a law, in his commerce with men, 

That intensity in him, which only left sore 
The heart it disturb’d, to repel and ignore. 


And thus, as some Ih-ince by Ids subjects deposed. 
Whose strength he, by seeking to crush it, disclosed. 

In resigning the power he lack'd power to support. 
Turns his back upoii courts, with a sneer at the court, 
In his converse this man for self-comfort appeal’d 
To a cynic denial of all he conceal’d 
In the instincts and feelings belied by his words. 

' Wdrds, however, are things: and the man who jsccords 
; 'tb his language the license to outrage his soul, 
oop:t|Mrd. by the words he disdains to control^ 

he seem’d, in the deeds, of ^oush day, 
cKidd his Upa to obey; 
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And, the slave of each whim, follow’d wilfully aught 
That perchance fool'd the fancy, or flatter’d the thought. 
Yet, indeed, deep within him, the spirits of truth. 

Vast, vague aspirations, the powers of his youth, 

Lived and breathed, and made mean — stirr’d themselves — 
strove to start 

Into deeds — though deposed, in that Hades, his heart. 

Like those anticpie Tlieogonies min’d and hurl’d 
Under clefts of the lulls, which, convulsing the world. 
Heaved, in earth(j[uake, their heads the rent caverns above, 
To trouble at times in the light court of Jove 
All its frivolous gods, with an undefined awe. 

Of wrong’4»rebel powers that own’d not their law. 

For his sake, I am fain to believe that, if bom 
To some lowlier rank (from the world’s languid scorn 
Secured by the world’s stern resistance), where strife, 

Strife and toil, and not jdeasure, gave purpose to life. 

He possibly might have coutiived to attain 
Not eminence only, but worth. So, again. 

Had he been of his own house the first-born, each gift 
•Of a min d many-gifted had gone to uplift 
A great name by a name’s greatest uses. 

But there 

He stood isolated, opposed, as it were. 

To life’s great realities; iiart of no plan; 

And if ever a nobler and happier man 

He might hope to bwome, that alone could be when 

With all that is real in life and in men 

1 

What was real in him should have been reconciled; 

When each influence now from experience exiled 
Should have seized ou his being, combined with hte nature. 
And hufitt’d, as by fusion, a new human creature: 

As when tlioae airy elements viewless to sight 
(The ojual^gam of which, if our ecience be right. 

The germ of this populous planet doth fold) 
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Umte in the glass of the chemist, behold! 

Where a void seem’d before, there a substance appears. 
From the fusion of forces' whence issued the spheres ! 



Hut the permanent cause why his life fail’d and miss’d 
.The full value of life was, — where man should resist 
The world, which man’s genius is call’d to command, 

He gave way, less from lack of the power to withstand, 

*Than from lack of the resolute will to retain 
Those strongholds t)f life which the world strives to gain. 

Let this character go in the old-fashion’d way. 

With the moral thereof tightly tack’d to it. Say — 

Let any man once .show the world that he feels 
Afraid of its bark, and ’t will fly at his heels : 

Let him fearlessly face it, ’t will leave him alone : 

But ’t will fawn at his feet if he flings it a lion'e.” 

vm. 

The moon of September, now half at th6 full. 

Was tinfolding from darkness and dreamland the lull 
Of the quiet blue air, where the many-faced h01s 
W$t^'d, tfrell-pleased, their fair slaves, the light, foam-footed rill^, 
Oefeioe and sing down the steep marble stairs of their courts. 

And gracefully fashion a thousand sweet sports. 





tiiat long Tocky barrier hid froni'l^ sight; 

- awddealyi out of neighboring night. 

! eijaetged from ,e jEdW of the hill, 

y. jfc|ia 'bk 8t^, that was grinding at will 

etrip''of avp^hiwy .which fed ., , ^ . 
ti^^phife.wck,, and - ite, he^;' 
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Light and ready, yet firm, in familiar 'command. 

Both rider and horse might have been in a trice 
Hurtl’d horribly over the grim precipice. 

IX. 

As soon as the moment’s alarm had subsided, 

And the oath, with which notliing can find unprovided 
• A thoroughbred Englishman, safely exploded, 

Lord Alfred unbent (as Apollo his bow did 

Now and then) his erectness; and looking, not ruder 

Than such inroad would warrant, survey’d the intruder, 

Whose arrival so nearly out short in his glory 
My hero, and finish’d abruptly this story. 

I X. 

The stranger, a man of his own age or less, 

, Well mounted, and simple though rich m his dress, 

Wore his beard and mustache in the fashion of France. 

His face, which was pale, gather’d force from the glance . 

Of a pair of dark, vivid, and eloquent eyes. 

With, a gest of apology, touch’d with surprise, 

He lifted liis hat, bow’d and courteously made 
Some excuse in such well-cadenced French as betray’d. 

At the fifst word he spoke, the Parisian. 

• xr. 

I swear 

I have wander’d about in the world everywhere ; 
llvom many strange mouths have, heard many strange tongues ; 
Strain’d with many strar^e idioms my lips and my lungs; 
Walk’d in many a far land, regretting my own; 

M In. many a language groan’d many a groan ; i 

, j|nd haw often had reason to curse those wild fellows 

built the high house at which Heaven ton'd jeal«|s, 

, ,3^i^iig human audacity stumbfe and stannuer r. | 
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i^eii by the thtoat in the hard gripe trf Grammar, 

tlm language of languages dearest to me 
Is ' thfitt m which once, 

; ' 0 mOf toyAc 

VShlien^ together, we bent o’er 
your nosegay for hours, 






You explain’d what was silently said by the flowers. 

And, selecting the sweetest of all, sent a flame 

Through nny heart, as. in laughing, you murmur’d Je t' atme. 


XII. 


The Italians have voices like peacocks; the Spanish 

I fancy, of garlic; the Swedish and Danish • 

Have something too Eunic, too rough and unshod, in 
Their accent for mouths not descended from Odin; 

German gives me a cold in the head, sets me wheezing 
And coughing; and Kussian is nothing but sneezing; 

■ But, by Belus and Bahel ! I never have heard, 

Ayi d* I never shall hear (1 well know it), one word 
• Of delicate idiom of Paris without . 

morally sure, beyond question or doubt. 

By the wild way in which my heart inwardly flutter’^, 

' That my heart’s native tongue to my heart had beto utter d , 
jihd whene’er I hear Frendi spokert as I approve, 

T leel myself quietly falling in love. 
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The speaker that o\ras it, was glad to remark 
In the horseman a man one might meet after dark 
Without fear. 

And thus, not disagreeably impress’d, 
As it seem’d, with each other, the two men abreast 
Eode on slowly a moment. 


XIV. 


STRANGEB. 


A smoker. Allow me! 


I see. Sir, you are 


ALKKEU. 

Pray take a cigar. 



STRANGER. 

Many thanks 1 . . . Such cigars ate a luxury here. 
Do you go to Luchon ? 


ALFRED. 

Yes; and you? 

STRANGER. 

Yes. r fear. 

Since our road is the same, that our joumfiy must be 
Somewhat closer than is our acquaintance. You see 
How.narrow the path is. I’m temptM to ask 
; Your permission to finish (no di^oult tesk J.) , 

Ylm cigar yon have given me (really .a gids©!). 

:'Ib ya»r colony. 
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ALT REP 

Oliarm’d, Sir, to find your road lies 
In the way of mj own inclinations' Indeed 
The dream of your nation I find in this weed » 

In the distant Savannahs a talisman grows 

That makes all men brothers that use it who knows * 

Tliat blare which eiowhile from the Bovlefpart outbroke, 



It has ^nded whoie wisdom begins, Sir, — in smoke 
Messieurs Inpe/ (whatever vour publicists write) 

Have done more in tlioir way hiiinati kind to unite. 
Perchance, than ten Prudhons 

bTRANGPR 

Yes Ah, what a scene! 
ALFRED 

Httraph' Nature is liere too pretentious Her mien 
3b| ton haughty One likes to be coax’d, not compeU’4, 
Tb the notice sooli beauty resents if withhold 
$he e<|wuew fo be saying too pltuuly, '‘Admire me 1" 

And I RnsRAIir, " Yea* madam, I do but you tire me ” 
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STBANGEK. 

That sunset, just now though ... 

ALFRED. 

A very old trick! 

One would think tliat the fsun by this time must be sick 
Of blushing at what, liy this time, he must know 
Too well to be shock’d by — this world. 

STRANGER. 

Ali, 't is so 

, With us all. ’T is the sinner that b&st knew the world 
At Twenty, whose lip is, at -Sixty, most curl’d 
With (Jlsdain of its follie.s. You stay at Luchon? 

ALFRED. 

A day or two only. . 

STRANGER. 

The season is dona 


Already ? 


ALFRED. 


.STRANGER. 

’T was shorter this year than the last 
Folly soon wears her shoes out She dances so fast, 
We are all of u.s tired. 


ALFRED. 

You know the place well? 


STRANGER. 

' /I haytB been there two seasons. 
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ALFRED. 

Pray who is the Belle 

Uf the Baths at this moment? 


STRANOER. 


The belle of all 
The belle of all 
The belle of all 


The same who has been 
]>lacc!.s ill which she is seen; 

I’aris last winter; last spring 
Baden. 


ALFRED. 

, An uncommon thing! 

STRANGER. 

Sir, an uncommon beauty ! . . . I rather should say, • 

An uncommon character. Truly, each day 

One meets women whose beauty is equal to hers. 

But none with tlie charm of Lncile de Nevers. 

ALFRED. 

’ Madame de Nevers! 

STRANGER. 

Do you know her? 

ALFRED. 

I know. 

Or, rather, i knew her — a long time aga 
) T almost forget. . . 


STRANGER. 

* 

• What a wit! what a grace 
In her language! her movements! what play in her face I 
And yet what a sadness she seems to conceal ! 


^Tott speak liles a lov^. 
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STRANGBR. 

1 speak as I feel, 

But not like a lover. What interests me so 
In Lucile, at the same time forbids me, I know, 

To give to that interest, whate’er the sensation, 

The name we men give to an hour’s admiration, 

A night’s passing passion, an actress’s eyesj 
A dancing girl’s ankles, a fine lady’s sighs. • . 

ALFRED. 

Yes, I quite comprehend. But this sadness — tliis. shade 

Which yo‘u speak of ? . . . it almost would make me afraid 

Your gay countrymen, Sir, less adroit must have grown, 

Since w^en, as a stripling, at Paris, I own 

T found in them terrible rivals, — if yet 

They have all lack'd -the skill to console tliis regret 

(If regret be the word I should, use), or fulfil 

This desire (if desire be the word), which seems still 

To endure unappeased. For 1 take it for granted, 

From all that you say, that the wdl was not wanted. 

XV. 

The stranger replied, not without irritation : 

“I have heard that an Englishman — one of your nation 
I presume — and if so, I must beg you, indeed, 

To excuse the contempt which I . . .” 

ALFRED. 

Pray, Sir, proceed 

With your tale. My compatriot, what was his crime? 

*1 ' STRANGER. * 

: c»i nolilingl His foUy was not so sublime 
. As to ine^ If I blamed him just now, . 

>' fear the sin, but the sillinwatj^ 
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ALFRED. 


How 


BTRANfSER. 

T own I hate Botany. Still, . . I admit, 

Although I myself have no i)aasion for it. 

And do not uudeistaiid, yet I cannot despise 
The cold man of stience, who walks with his eyes 
All alert through a garden of 
flowers, and strips 
The lilies’ gold trmgues, and 
liio roses’ red lips, 

With a nithless dissection; 

since he, I suppose. 

Has some purpose beyond the 
mere unscliiei he does. 

But the stupid and mischievous 
boy, that uproots 
The exotics, and tramples the 
tender young shwits. 

For a boy’s brutal pastime, 
and only lajcausc 
knows no distinction 'twixt 
heartsease and haws, — 

One would wish, for the sake of each nursling so nipp’d, 
To catch the young rascal and have him well whipp’d 1 



ALFRED. 


Some compatriot of mine, do I then understand, 

Witk a cold Northern heart, and a rude English hand, 
iu;p[nd your Bosebud of France^ 


Btttr lililSit, or nothing, 


STRAKGER. 

Sir, I know 
Yet flame faces show 
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The last act of a tragedy in their regard: 

Though the first scenes be -wunting, it yet is not hard 
To divine, more or less, wliat the plot may have been. 

And what sort of actors have pass’d o’er the scene. 

And whenever 1 gaze on the face of Lucile, 

With its pensive and passionless languor, I feel 
That some feeling hath burnt there . . . burnt out, and burnt up 
. Health and hope. So you feel when you gaze down the cup 
Of extinguish’d volcanoes: you judge of the fire 
Once there, by the ravage you see; — the desire. 

By the apathy left in its wake, and tliat sense 
Of a moral, immovable, mute impotence. 

• 

ALFRED. 

Humph 1 ... I see you have finash’d, at last, your cigar. 

Can I offer another? 


• STRANOEE, 

No, thank you. We are 
Not two miles from Luchon. 

ALFRED. 

You know the road well? « 
STRANDER. 

I have often been over it. 


XVI. 

Here a pause fell 

On their oonvmse. Still musingly bn, side by side, 

In the moonlight, the two men continued to ride 
Oo'^rn the dim mountain pathway. But each, for die rest 
Of their journey, although they stiU rode on abreast, 
to follow in silence the train 
. , Of the #%eut feelings that haunted his htaini 
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And OACli, as tliovigh roused from a deej> revery. 

Almost shouted, descending the mountain, to see 
Burst at unco on the moonlight the silvery Baths, 

The long lime-tree alley, the dark gleaming paths, 

With the lamps twinkling through them — tlie quaint woodan 
roofs — 

The little white housed. 

The clatter of hoofs. 

And the music of wandermg bands, up the walls 
(|| the steep hangmg lull, at remote intervals 
ffleeiQh'd theim, ctoss’d hy the sound of the clacking of whips 
^4xid tkefe and there, hiintly, through serpentme slips i 
yetdint rose-gardens, deep^helter'd with screens 
Of flhx ehtsdes and dark eveigraeae, 

meric the white dxestd^, and catch the light songs. 
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Of the lovely Parisians that wander’d m things, 
hy Laughter and Love thttii^;^ Ihe evehMe 
jDowh the dream-haunted valley, or up the hillside 

At length, at the door of the inn rHEKissiOli, 

(Pray go there, if ever you go to Luchon i'i ^ 

The two hor3em<m, well pleased to have reach d it, alighted 

And exchanged their last greetings. * 

The Frenchman invited 

Loixi Alfred to dinner. Lord Alfred declined. 

He had letters to write, and felt tired. So> he dined 
In his own rooms that night. 

• With an unquiet eye 

He watch’d his companion depart; nor knew why. 

Beyond all accountable reason or measure, 

He felt in his breast such a sovran displeasure. 

“The fellow’s good-looking,” he -murmur’d at last, 

“And yet not a coxcomb.” Some ghost of the past 
Vex’d him still. 

“ If he love her,” lie thought, “ let him win her. 
Then he turn’d to the future — and order d his dinner. 

xvm. 

O liour of all hours, the m<»t bless’d upon earth, 

Blessfed hour of our dinners ! 

'The land of his birth; 

The face of' his first love ; the bills that he owes'; 

The twaddle of friends and the venom of foes; 

The sermon he h^rd .when to church he last went; 

’• The money he borrow’d, the money he spent; — 

' All nf these things a man, T believe, may forget, 

■ And mcJb be the worse for forgetting; but yet 
.JjTeiw, never,. <di never! earth's luckiest 
;,!iWiih impunish’d forgottefiT the hour of hiS dinner! 
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Indigestion, that cousuieuce of every bad 'stomach, 

ShsXl relciltlessly gnaw and pursue him with some aclie 
Or some pain; and trouble, remdrseless, his best ease. 

As the i'uries once troubled the sleep of Orestes. 

XIX. 

We may live without ix>etry, music, and art; 

We may live without con.scieuce, and live v^thout heart; 

We may live without friends; we may live without lawks; 
liut civilised mau cannot live without cooks. 

He may live without l)ook.s, — what is knowledge but grieving ? 
He may live without hofie, — wliat is hope bu’t deceiving? 

He may live without love, — what is passion but pining? 

But where is the man that can live without dining? 

XX. 

Lord Alfred found, waiting his coming, a note 
From Lucile. 

“Your last letter bos reach’d me,” she wrote. 
“This evening, alas I I mu.st go to the ball. 

And shall not he at home till too late for your call; 

But to-nioiTow, at any rate, mm favte, at One 
You’ will find nn* at home, and will find me alone.' 
Meanwhile, let me thunk you sincerely, milord. 

For the honor with which you adhere to your word. 

Yes, I thank yctu. Lord Alfred ! Xo-moirow then. 


XXI. 

1 find myself terribly puzided to tell . 

The feelings with which Alfred Vargrave Hung down 
thin ttotp, as i» pour’d o\it his wina I must own 
Thlafi ? think he, himself, could have hardly explain’df 
Those feelings exactly. ' ’ 

, “Yes, yes,* as he drain'd 
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T^e glass down, he mutter’d, “ JhpK ’s ifight, after all. 

The coquette ! ” 

“ Does milord mean to go to the ball ?” 
Ask’d the waiter, wlio linger’d. 

“Perhaps- I don't know. 
You may keep me a ticket, in case I should go." 

XXII. 

Oh, better, no doubt, is a dinner of herbs, 

When season’d by love, which no rancor disturbs, 

And sweeten’d by all that is sweetest in life. 

Than turbot, bisque, ortolans, eaten in strife! 

But if, out of humor, and hungry, alone, 

A man should sit down to a dinner, each one 
Of the dishes of which the cook chooses to spoil 
With a horrible mixture of garlic and oil. 

The chances are ten against one, I must own, 

He gets up as ill-tem por’d as when he eat down. 

And if any reader this fact to dispute is 
Disposed, I say'. . . "Allium edat mcuOs 
Noeentim ! ’’ 



Over the fruit and the wine 
Undisturb’d the wasp settled. The evenmg was fine. 
Lord; Alfred his chair by the window had set. 

■ And liMiguidly lighted his small cigarette. 

^thiB widdow was open. Tim warm an? without 
ISTaved the flama of the candles. The moths were about 
i*i;‘the ||lpom he sat gloomy^ ! , 
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« xxin. 

Gay sounds from below • 

Floated up like faint echoes of joys long ago, 

And night deepen’d apace; through the dark. avenues 
The lamps twinkled bright ; and by threes, and by twosv 
The idlers of Luchon were strolling at will. 



As Ix)rd Alfred could see from the cool window-sill, 
Whero his gaze, as he languidly turn’d it, fell o’er 
His'lati travelling companion, now passing before 
The inn, at the window of which he stiU sat, 
in full toilet,^ — boots varnish’d, and snowy cravat, 
Gayly smoothing and buttoning a yellow kid glove, 
As he turn’d down the avenua 

Watching above, 


iFsbm. his wiadov?, |;he stiHinger, who -stopp'd as hie vi^lkd 
“ * ’ ^t»e gjioups, and now i&odded, now talk d,."; 

d|ftidies, Inrd AJfted diseemfd,, 


-■ ,!*p S h»<^ yotp® carw cipmcBeB, uotu . , 

-nbtif; /bdw^;fpr, 
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Whom he bow'd to in passing, or stopp'd with and chatter’d, 
Walk’d on with a look which implied . . . . f‘ J feel flatter’d ! ” 


xxnr. 

His form was soon lost in the distance .and gloom. 

XXV. 

Lord Alfred still sat by himself in his room. 

He had tinish’d, one after the other, a dozen 
Or more cigarettes. He had thought of his cousin : 

He had thought of Matilda, and thought of Lucile; 

He had thought about many things; thought a great deal . 
Of himself : of his past life, his future, his present : 

JKe had thought of the moon, neither full moon nor crescent: 
Of the gay world, so sad! life, so sweet and so sour! 

He had thought, too, of glory, and fortune, and power: 
Thought of love, and the country, and sympathy, and 
A poet’s asylum in some distant laud: 

Thought of man in the' abstract, and woman, no doubt. 

In particulaijg also he had thought much about 
His' digestion, his debts, and his dinner: and last. 

He thought that the night would be stupidly pass’d 
If he thought any more of such matters at all: 

So he rose, and resolved to set out for the ball. 

XXVI. 

I believe, ere he finish’d his tardy toilet, 

That Lord Alfred had spoil’d, and flung by in a pet. 

Half a dozen white neckcloths, and look’d for the nonce 
Twenty hi the glass, if he hiok’d in it once. 

I believe that he split up, in drawing them on, 

Three pair of pale lavender gloves, one by one. 

And .this is the reason, no doubt, that at last. 

When h*e reached the Casino, although he walk'd fast. 

He heard; as he hurriedly enter’d the door, * 

The dnirch clock strike Twelve. 
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XXVII. 

The last waltz was just o’er. 
The chaperons and df^ncers were all in a flutter. 

A crowd blo(?k’d the door: and a buzz and a mutter 
Went about in the room as a young man, whose face 
Lord, Alfred had seen ere he enter’d ttiat place, 

But a few hours ago, through the perfumed and warm 
Flowery porch, with a lady that lean’d on his arm 
Like a queen in a fable of old fairy days. 

Left the ballroom. 


XXVIII. 

The hubbub of comment and praise 
Reach’d Lord Alfred as just then he enter’d. 

"Ma Sail" 

Said a Frenchman beside him, “ ’That lucky Luvois 
Has obtain’d all the gifts of the gods . . . rank md wealth. 
And good looks, and then such inexhaustible heiuth! 

He that hath shall have more ; and this truth, I surmise. 

Is the cause why, to-night, by the beautiful eyes 
Of la cEarmante ImcUc more distinguish’d than all, - 
He goes off with the belle of the ball.” . 

“Is it iiue,” ask’d a lady aggressively fat. 

Who, fierce as a female Leviathan, sat 

By another that look’d like a needle, all si^ , ^ 

,And tenuity — “Luvois will marry ^ucile?” j 

The needle Oeem’d jer^d e virulent twitch. 

As though it were bent upoh driving a stitch . 

' "iCadmn,”.replied,- 

Tirfetj^S^ a yotts* ft ihan sat hf their '^e, 

'yAnd :fi(nni^' ‘his ’ face- With his' hat. 
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If Luvoia has proposed, the Comtesse has refused” 

The fat and thin ladies were highly amused. 

“ Befused ! . . . what ! a young Duke, not thirty, my dear, 
With at least half a million (what is it I) a* year ! " 

“ That may be,” said the third ; “ yet I know some time since 
Castelmar was refused, though as rich, and a Prince. 

But Luvois, who was never before in lus life 
In love with a woman who was not a wife. 

Is now certainly serious.” 


XXIX. 

Tlie music once more 

•Becommenced. 




eg • LuaiLK PART i 


XXX. 

Said Lord Alfretl, “This ball is ^ bore!” 
And return’d to the inn, somewhat worse than before. 


* 

XXXI. 


There, whilst musing he loan’d the dark valley above, 

Tlirough tlie warm land were wand’riug the spirits of love. 

A soft breeze m the white window drapery stirr’d; 

In the blossom’d acacia the luue cricket chirr’d ; 

The scent of the roses fell faint o’er the night. 

And the moon on the mountain was dreaming in light 
Itepose, dnd yet rapture! that pensive wild nature ' ■= 

Impregnate with passion in each breathing feature ! 

A stone’s throw from thence, through the large lime-trees peep’d 

In a garden of roses, a white chitlet, steep’d 

In the nuxaibeams. The windows oped down to the laAvn ; 

The casements were open ; the curtains were drawn ; 

Lights streiim’d from the inside; and with them the sound 
Of music and song. In the garden, around 
A table with fruits, wine, tea, ices, there set, 

Half a dozen young men and young women were met 
Light, laughter, and voices, and music, all stream’d 
Through the quiet-leaved limes. At the window there seem’d 
For one moment the outline, familiar and fair, 

Of a white dress, a white neck, and soft dusky hair, 


Whieh Lord Alfred remember’d ... a moment or so 
It haver’d, thfin pass’d into shadow; and slow 
. ^Ite solt Rotes, from a tender piano upflung, 

^bittied fcrth, and a voice nnforgotten thns sung: — 

tbst^ wae bom in the Iwid of my birfchd 




ire lifted, tl^e fair ship »s f^ 


w’”'. I 


;the marir^ d^te^ VU ite nrirth. 
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“ And this ship is a world. She is freighted with souls, 
She is freighted with^ merchandise : proudly she sails 
With the Labor that stores, and the Will that controls 
The gold in the ingots, the silk in the bales. 

“ From the gardens of Pleasure, where reddens the rose, 
And the scent of the' cedar is faint on the air. 

Past the harbors of Traffic, sublimely slie goes, 

Man’s hopes o’er the world of the waters to bear ! 

" Where the cheer from the harbors of .Traffic is heard. 
Where tlie gardens of Pleasure fade fast f»n the sight, 
O’er the rose, o’er the cedar, there passes a bird ; 

’T is the Paradise Bird, never known to alight. 

“And that bird, bright and bold as a Poet’s desire, 

Boams her own native heavens, the realms of her birth. 
There she soars like a seraph, she shines like a fins 
‘And her plumage hath never been sullied by earth. 

“ And the mariners greet her ; there ’s song on each lip, 

For that bird of good omen, and joy in each eye. 

And the ship and the bird, and the bird and the ship. 
Together go fortli over ocean and sky. 

“ Fast, fast fades the land ! far the rose^ardens flee. 

And far fleet the harbors. In regions unknown 
The ship is alone on a desert of sea, 

And the bird in a desert of sky is alone. 

“In those regions unknown, o’er that desert of aij, 

iDown that desert of waters — tremendous in wrath — 

i !)Pm! storto-wind Furoclydon leaps from his lair, ^ 

A:»i d’ -nWvftft) through the waves of the Ocean, his pSth. 
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“And the bird m the cloud, and the ship on the wave, 
Oveurtaken, are beaten about by wild gales ; 

And the mariners all rush their cargo to save, 

Of the gulcl in the ingots, the silk in the bales. 

“ Lo I a wonder, which never before hath been heard. 

For it never before, hath been given to sight •; 

On the ship hath descended the Paradise Bird, 

The Paradise Bird, never knowm to alight ! 

“The bird which tlie mariners bless' d, when each lip 
Had a song for the omen that gladden’d each eye ; 

The bright bird for slielter hath flown to the ship 

From the wrath on the sea and the wrath in the sky. 

“ But the mariners heed not the bird any more. 

• They are felling the masts — they are cutting the sails ; 
Some are working, some weeping, and some wrangling o’er 
Their gold in the ingots, their silk in the bales. 

“ Souls of men are on board ; wealth of man in the hold ; 
And the storm-wind Eurpclydon sweeps to his prey; 
And who heeds the bird ? ‘ Save the silk and the gold ! 

’ And the bird from her shelter the gust sweeps away ! 

* 

“ Poor Paradise Bird ! on her lone flight *once more 
, Back again in the wake of the wind she is driven — ■ 

To be ’whelm’d in the storm, or above it to soar. 

And, if rescued from, ocean, to vanish in heaven ! 

“ Md' «|h;ip tides the waters, and weathers the gales: 
Fiietn fi^e haven she nears the rejoicing is heard. 

' y . AB haadi . iiit work on the ingots., the balra, 

' sitting lonely, who — the Bird I “ 
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"With stout iron shoes be my Pegasus shod ! 

For my road is a rough one : flint, stubble, and clod. 
Blue clay, and black quagmire, brambles no few. 

And I gallop up-hill, now. 

• Tliere 's terror that ’s trtie 


In that tale of a youth who, one night at a revel, 
Amidst iliusic and mirtli lured and wiled by some devil, 
Follow’d ever one mask through 



He unmask’d, with a kiss, 

the strange lady, and stood 
Face to face with a Thing not of flesh nor of blood. 

In this Masque of the Passions, call’d Life, there ’s no human 
Emotion, though mask’d, or in man or in woman. 

But, when faced and unmask’d, it will leave us at last 
Struck by some supernatural aspect aghast. 

For truth is appalling and eltrich, as seen 
By this, world’s artdflcial lamplights, and we screen 
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From our sight the strange vision that troubles our life. 

Alas ! why- is Genius forever at strife 

With the world, vrliich, despite the world’s self, it eiurobles? 
Why is it that^Genius perplexes and troubles 
And offends the effete life it comes to renew ? 

’T is the terror of truth ! ’t is that Genius is true ! 


n. 

Lucile de Nevers' (if her riddle 1 read) 

Was a woman of genius : whose genius, indeed. 

With her life was at war. Once, bnt once, in that life 
The chance had been hers to escape from this strife 
In herself ; finding peace in the life of another 
From the passionate wants she, in hers, failed to smother. 
But the chance fell too' soon, when the crude restless power 
Which had been to her nature so fatal a dower. 

Only wearied the man it yet haunted and thrall’d ; 

And that moment, once lost, had been never recall’d. 

Yet it left her heart sore; and, to shelter her heart ^ 
From approach, she then sought, in that delicate art 
’ Of concealment, those thousand adroit strategies 
Of feminine wit, which repel while they plense, 

A weapon, at once, and a shield, to conceal 

• And defend all that women can earnestly feel. 

Thus,, striving her instincts to hide and repress. 

She felt frighten’d at times by her very success : 

She pined for the hill-tops, the clouds, and the st^rs : 

. Golden •wires may annoy us as much as steel bars 
If they keep us behind prison-windows : impassion’d 
.Ifer. hi&rt rose and burst the light cage she had fashion’d 

• Out tit gji^iering trifles around it. 

, , i ,, , • Unknown 

lierekdt 'ftH her instincts, without hesitation, 

’ )K|iiBbwioed iiie ■ 

inps had her l^ i^t,been blended 
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Witli some man’s whose heart had her own compreheudtid, 
All its wealth at hLs feet would have lavishly tlirowu. 

Fur him she had struggled and striven alone ; 

Fur him had aspired ; in him had transfused 
All the gladness and grace of her nature ; and tised 
For him only the spells of its delicate power; 

Like the ministering fairy that brings from her bower 
To some maze all the treasures, whose use the fond elf, 
More enrich’d by her love, disregards for herself. 

But standing apart, as she ever had done. 

And her genius, which needed a vent, finding none 
In the broad fields of action thrown wide to man’s power, 
She unconsciously made it lier bulwark and tower. 

And built in it her refuge, whence lightly she hurl’d 
Her coi tempt at the fashions aud forms of the world. 

And the pennanent cause wh}"^ she now miss’d and fail’d 
That firm hold upon lif6 she so keenly assail’d, 

Wa#i, in aU those diurnal occasions that place 
Say — the world and the woman opposed face to face. 
Where the woman must yield, she, refusing to stir, 
Offended the world, which in turn wounded lier. 


As before, in the old-fashion’d manner, 1 fit 
To this character, also, its moral : to wit. 

Say — the world is a nettle; disturb it, it stitfgs : 

Grasp it firmly, it stings not. On one of two 

If you would not he stung, 
it behoves you to settle: 

Avoid it, or crush it 

t 

For she could not ; nor would she avoid it : she tried 





things. 


nettle ; 
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With <he weak hand of woman to thrust it asida, 

A^1l^ it stung hw, A woman is too slight a thing 
To trample the world without feeling its stang. 

III. 

One lodges but simply at Luchon; yet, thanks 

To the season that changes forever the banks 

Of the blossoming mountains, and shifts the light cloud 

O’or the valley, and hushes or rouses the loud 

Wind that wails in the pines, or creeps murmuring down * 

The dark evei^reen slojies to the slumbering town, 

AnH the torrent that fulls, faintly heard from afar. 

And thfe blue-bells that purple the dapple-gray scaur. 

One sees with each month of the many-faced year 
A thousand sweet changes of beauty appear. 
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The chiilet where dwelt the Cumtesee de Kevers 
Heated half up the base of a mountain of hrn, 

In a garden of roses, reveal’d to the road, 

Yet withdrawn from its noise : ’t was a jieaceful abode 
And the walls, and the roofs, with their gables liku hoods 
Which the monks wear, were built of sweet resinous woods. 
The sunlight of noon, as Lord Alfred ascended 
The steep garden paths, every odor had blended 
Of the ardent carnations, and famt heliotropes, 

Vith the balms floated down from the dark wooded slopes: 

A light breeze at the windows was playmg about. 

And the white curtains floated, now in, and now out. 

^The house was all hush’d when he rang at the door. 

Which was open’d to him in a moment, or more, 

By an q^d noddmg uegress, whose sable head shmed 
In the sun like a cocoa-nut polish’d m Ind, 

’Neath the snowy Jovlard which about it was wound 

IV 

Lord Alfred sprang forward at once, with a bound. 

He remember’d the nurse of Lucile. The old dame. 

Whose teeth and whose eyes used to beam when he came, 
With a boy’s eager step, in the blithe days of yore. 

To pass, unannounced, her young mistress's door. 

The old woman liad fondled Lucile on her knee 
When she left, as an mfant, far over the sea, 
j(n India,^ the tomb of a mother, unknown, 

To pine, a pale flow’ret, in great Paris town. 

She had sooth’d the child’s sobs on her breast, when she read 
The letter that told her, her father was dead. 

Aa astute, shrewd adventurer, who, like Ulysses, 

£(Ad studied men, cities, laws, wars, the abysses 
01 Btsitecraft, wilh varying fortunes, was hfe. 

Its bMl ttander'd the worhl through, by land and by sea, 
MA most of its phases. Strong will. 
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Subtle tact, and or^ft luannetn, had given him skill 
'fo OQUcUiate Fortune, and court^^ to brave 
Her displeasura Thrice shipwreck’d, and cast by the wave 
On his own quick resources, they rarely had fail’d 
His command: often baiHed, he ever prevail’d, 

In his combat with fate: tcKlity flatter’d and fed 
lly monarchs, to-morrow m search of mere broad. 

The ofibpring of tunes trouble-haunted, he came 
Of a fondly rum'd, yet noble m name. 

He lost sight of his foituue, at twenty, in France; 

And, half statesman, half soldier, and wholly Free-lance,, 

Had wander’d m search of it, over the world. 

Into India. 

lUit scarce had the nomad unfurl’d 

a 

His wandering tent at Mysore, in the smile , 

Of a Aajah (whose court he coutroll’d for a while. 

And whose council he piouqited and govern’d by stealth); 
Scarce, indeed, had he wedded an Indian of wealth, 

Who died giving birth to this daughter, before 
Ue was borne to the tomb of liis wife at Mysore. 

His fortune, which fell to his orphan, perchance 
Had secured her n home with his sister in France, 

A lone woman, the last of the race loft. Lucile * 
l^isitlUMt felt, nor affected, tlie wish to conceal 
The balf’Fastern blood, which appear’d to liequeath 
(Beveal’d now and then, though but rarely, beneath 
That outward repose that conceal’d it in her) 

A something half wild to her strange cliaracter. 

The nurse with the orphan, awhile broken-hearted. 

At door of a convent in Faria had parted. 

hlflit, oone mote, with her mistress she tarried, 
teHlli hhs fsiri, by that grim maiden aunt, had bemi^mamed , 
^ To 4 dU^tor dd (hmt, who had suUenly died, 

no dyifoten her tean««-Rhe ha|^ wept as a bride, 
if^ **Tonr miattesa dtyeafo me.** 
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'Die crone 

Oped the drawing-room dom, and there left him alone. 


V. 

O'er the, soft atmosphere of this temple of grace 
Bested silence and perfume. No sound reach’d the place. 
In the .white curtains waver’d the delicate shade 



Of the heaving acacias, through which the breeae play’d. 

O’er the smooth wooden floor, polish’d dark as a glass, 

' Fragrant white Indian matting allow’d you to pass. 

In Bght olire baskets, by window and door, 

, .^me huhg from the ceiling, some crowding tbe flocw, 

. wild Bowers pluck’d by Lucile from the hill, 

^ whh tl^ pASskmste pijsilm^ tc^flU : 

.roses, reposed.;’;,,. \.; 

It® vermeil. .djsdksSfd j. .y< 
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And the frail saponaire, and the tender bine-bell, 
And the purple valerian, — each child of the fell 
And the solitude dounsh’d, fed fair from the source 
Of waters the huntsman scarce heeds in his course, 
Where the chamois and izard, with delicate hoof, 
l^ause or dit through the pinnacled silence aloof. 



VI 

Here you text, oy the sense of its beauty reposed, 

That you stood in a shrmo of sweet thoughts. Half„ unclosed 
In the hght slept the flowers : all was pure and at rest ; 

All peaceful, aU modest, all seem’d self-possess’d. 

And aware of the silence No vestige nor trace 
Of a young woman’s cwjuetry troubled the place. 

He stood by the window A cloud pass’d the sun. 

A light breeze uplifted the leaves, one by one. 

Just then Lucile entered the room, undiscem’d 
By Lord AKred, whose face to the window was turn’d. 

In a strange revury 

The time was, when Lucile, 

In beholding that man, could not help but reveal 
The rapture, the fear, which wrench'd out every nerve 
In the heart of the girl from the woman’s reserve 
And now — she gazed at him, cahn, smiling, — perchance 
Indifferent. 


vn. 

« ) XbdiiHsrently turning his glance, 

^Ai|i»4 Vi|ig^o#enoodnteted that gaite unaware. 

^«r « stream'd 1^ w)lt dusky hair *, 



mmom, 

A half blown te’hei' haxid;; in bfir ^ea 

A half-pensive smile. 



A sharp cry of surprise 

Escaped from bis- lips; some unknown agitation. 

An invincible trouble, a strange palpitation, 

Confused his ingenious and frivolous wit; 

Overtook, and -entangled, and paralyzed it 
That wit so complacent and docile, that ever 
Lightly came at the caU of the lightest endeavor, 

*Beady coin’d, and availably current as gold, 

.Which, secure of its value, so fluently roll’d 
In free circulation from hand on to hatiri 
For the usage of all, at a moment’s command ; 

For once it rebell’d, it was mute and unstirr’d, 

And he look’d at Lucile without speaking a word. 

VIII. 

Perhaps what so troubled him was, that the face 
On whose features he gazed had no more tba?) a trace 
Of the face his remembrance had imaged for years. 

Yes! the face he remember’d was faded with tears: 

Orief had famish’d the figure, and dinun’d the dark eyes. 
And starved the pede lips, too acquainted with 8%hs. 

. 4^d that tender, and gracious, and fond coquetterie 
Of a . woman who knows her least ribbon to be 
Something ^dear to the lips that so warmly caress 
sacred detail of her exquisite dress, / 

: the careless toilet of Lucile, — then too md 

ifd caii(^ aught to her changeable beauty to , • 

pever admired befoiel 
Lucile, in those wet^^ dkyu.ci^yiii^' 


7 « 
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Had neglected herself, never heeding, not thinking 

(While the blossom and bloom of her beauty were shrinking) . 

That sorrow can beautify only the heart — 

Hot the face — of a wonuii ; and can but impart 
Its endearment to one tliat has sufTer’d. In truth 
Grief hath beauty for grief, but gay youUi loves gay youtli. 


XX. 

The woman that now met, unshi inking, hi$ gaze. 

Seem’d to bask in the silent but sumptuous haze 

Of that soft second summer, more ripe than the first. 

Which returns when the bud to the blossom hath burst 

In despite of the stonmest April. Lucile 

Had acquired that matchless unconscious appeal 

To tlie homage ■which none but a churl would withhold — 

That caressing and exquisite giace — never bold. 

Ever present — which just a lew women possess. 

From a healthful lepose, undisturb’d by the stress 
Of unquiet emotions, her soft cheek had dra'wm 
A freshness as puie as the twihght of dawn. 

Her figure, though slight, had revived everywhere 
The luxurious proportions of youth; and her hair — 

Once shorn as an offering to passionate love — 

Kow ■floated or tested redundant above 
Her airy pure forehead and thapat; gather’d loose 
Under which, by one violet knot, the profuse 
]dilk*white folds of a cool modest garment reposed, 

Eippled faint by the breast they htdf hid, half disclosed, 
And her simple attire thus in all things reveal’d 
The fine art which so artfully all things conceal’d. 

X 

>lio never conceived that EucUe 
'Chwld havf ha^d go endiaatiiig, Mt ttmpted to kneel 
M her jpatdion wii^ pafticn iin$l<ae; 







s^e, 'liijdi xeaMti 

i lE^ occasion with cUgoitjr duo cmd diso^h 


■#. 


•XI. 



“ Madam/' — thus ho began with a voice reassured, 

“ You see that your latest command has secured 
My, immediate obedience— -presuming I may 
Consider my freedom restored from this day.”~ 

** 1 had thought,” Miid liUcile, 
with a smile gay yet sad, 

“That -your freedom from me 
not a fetter has had. 

Indeed ! ... in my chains have 
. you jrested till now ? 

I had not so flattered myself, 

I avow ! ” 

“For Heaven’s sake. Madam,” lord Alfred replied, 
‘^Do^not jest! has the moment no sadngss?” he sighed. 
“’Tis an ancient tradition,” she answer'd, “a tale 
Often told — a position too sure to prevail 
In the end of all legends of love. If we wrote, 

we first love, foreseeing that hour yet remote, 
.'l^mrein of necessity each would recall 
.J^KHn the other the poor foolidk records of aU 
Tlmse emotions, whose pain, when recorded, seem’d bliss, 
;‘H]|iiduld w^B imte as we wrote? But one thinks not this 
iii (who does not at Twenty ?) we write 

. J^mieriug eternal »the frail vows we p%ht t 
with a confident pity, above 
vaults of all poor human love: 

^m, vrith that vanity .common' W youth,'' 

’.we 'feel in " 

-;>r •• t i«, 'Vpjrd, .W .,W^. 




'''.’•frl 


ei 





' of. 

'V' 

!ire4"i<«i8! mute. ,He;. remeimbi^ii 

tile ufeak .ap^ of eacli momfli^^B^irep^' , ' 
yielding ibfiitself' to the wrorB of ItfO,,/ f, . 
!'i!$i^..#o^taon8 of youth, and borne dQUrn..by;' ^£l:^ iji^ii<i|le 
tumult of paesion; the tremulous' 

Iteausieut emotion of 'pief or of joy, ■ 
tu l’watdh her pronotuiite the doath-waxtaht pf .'eli ' . 
dihsions of life — lift, unflinching, the pall , . ! 

the. bier of the dead Past •>- that wompi so ffur, ' 
^,i|!^di,«o young, yet her own self-eurvivor ; who there, 
jUraii^ her life's epitaph with a finpr so cold 1 
;;},!^ !irae , a picture that pain’d his self-love to^hc^ 
ll^ /himMlf knew — pone better. — the thinp tO' be saidjj 
||l50^ij.:>'Suhjeots like this. Yet he, hoWd down his head, ■> 
as thus, with a trouble he could not oomn^d, 
i^^lpaused, crumpling the letters he held in 
if khow me enough,” she continued, “ or What < f 
say is, yon yet 'lecsoUect (do. yon pot. . ’ 

jto?) enough of ii^,;^#»ture, to .kj^ 

tipiwsi plOdgw ^ ?yhai was pfiarhaps, It^ agp , 
«f^W^\S^tdo!^'';t;'do not .reciffl', 

lpi5Bdenpe^',;w|j^''jP^»^ 










'ifmo m, £Wits^ 

I 

Of interest and case, aU this wllile.) 

He look’d up, and look’d long in tiie &oe at Luoile, 
to xrilkrk if tliat face by a sign 
woald reveal 

At the thought of Miss Darcy 
the least jealous pain. 

He look’d keenly and long, yet 
he IfKjk’d Uiere in vain. 

You are generous, Madam,” he murmur'd at last, 
And info his voice a light irony pass’d. 

He had look’d for reproaches, and fuUy arranged 
His forces. But straightway the enemy changed 
tlie position. 



xin. 

“Come!” gayly Lucile interposed. 

With a smile whose divmely deep sweetness disclosed 
Some depth in her nature 'he never had, known, ’ 

While she tenderly laid her light hand on his own, 

“Do not think 1 abuse the occasion. We gain 
Justice, judgment, wi|,h years, or else years are in vain. 
From me not a single reproach can you hear. 

I have sinn’d to myself — to the world — nay, 1 fCar 
To you chiefly. The woman who loves should, indeed, 
the h^end of the man that she loves She should heed 
Hot her selfish and often mistaken desires, 

Hdt his interest whose fate her own interest inspires; 

, Andt tSthw than seek to allure, for her ssko, 
ms life down the turbulent, fanciful wa^ 

Of yiphefdble destdnies, use all her art 

hls place in the world find its place ih her hetuft 
percedved not thk truth tm too Isto: 

I 'fSCNlmlisd your youth, I have darken’d your fate. 

ImM «s« ^ ittl kave done for the sake 


M , ;J;'; ; ztreiiM past’ i 


XIV. 

Lord Alfred, awake, ' 

Seem’d to wander from dream un to dream. In that seat 

Where he sat us a criminal, ready to meet 

His kcciiser, he found liimself tam’d by some change. 

As su]'prisiiig and all unexi)ected as strange. 

To the judge from wliose mercy indulgence was sought. 

All tile world’s foolish pride in that moment was naught; 

He felt all liis iduusible theories posed; 

And thrill’d by the Iteauty of nature disclosed 
In the x^tthos of all he had witness’d, his head 
Ho bow’d, and faint words aelf-reproachfully said, 

As he lifted iier hand to his lips. ’T was a hand 
White, delipat(^ diinjiled, warm, languid, and bland.* 

The hand of a woman is often, in youth. 

Somewhat rough, somewliat red, somewhat graceless, in tnith; 
Poet its beauty refill^) as its xmlses grow calm. 

Or as Sorrow lias cross’d the life-line in the pabu ? 

XV. 

The more that he look’d, that he listen’d, the more 
He discover’d perfections unnoticed liefore. 

Less salient than once, less poetic, perchance. 

This woman who thus had survived the romance 
That had made him its hero, and breathed him its sighs. 
Seem’d more cliarming a thousand times o’er to his eyes. 
TogeUter tliey talk’d of the years since when kst 
Tlrny patted, contrasting the present, the past. 

Ifet no memory marr’d their light converse. Lucile 
QpBStiou’d much, with the interest a sister might feel, 

Al|iJ0d’s new life, — of Miss Darcy — her face, • 
sitin' atooomplisbments — pausing to trace ' ’ 

’The i^erived from a hymen so fit 

Of Iteieel^ moonnW isdtU wit ‘ ' 'f. 
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Her journeys, her daily lands 

She had seen, i^d the books she had read, and the hands 

She had sliaken. 

In all that she said there appear’d 
An amiable irony. Laughing, she rear’d 
The temple of reason, with ever a touch 
Of light scorn at her work,, reveal’d only so much 
As there gleams, in the thymus that Bacchanals bear,''* 

♦ 'Through the blooms of a garland the point of a spear. 



But above, and beneath, and teyond all of tliis. 

To that soul, whose experience had paralyzed bliss, 
A benignant indulgence, to all tilings resign’d, 

A justice, a sweetness, a meekness of mind, 

Gave a luminous beauty, as tender and faint 
And serene as the halo encircling a saint. 


XVI. 


Unobserved by Lord Alfred the time fleeted by. 

To each novel sensation spontaneously 
He abandon’d himself with tliat ardor so strange 
Which belongs to a mind grown accustom’d to change. 
He sought, with well-practised and delicate art, 

To surprise from LucUe the true state of her heart; 
Hut his csfforts were vain, and the woman, as ever, 
aiSl^it than the man, baffled eve^ mideavor. 



hh <i^’d he had touch'd on smne chord ip her Wiipg, 
touch it diasolved, and was goM, Ever fleemg 



Luoim 


t 


m 


As ever he near it advanced, when he thought 
Td have seized, and proceeded to analyze avt^t 
Of the moral existence, the absolute soul, 

Light as va])or the j)hantoii] e'^caped his control. 

xvn 

From the hall, on a sudden, a sharj) ring was heard. 

Ill the passage without a quick footstep there stirred. 

At the door kno(*k*d the iiegress, and thrust in her head. 

“ The Duke de Luvois had just enter’d/* she said, 

** And insisted *’ — 

“ The Duke I ** cried Lucile (as she spok(i 
The Duke’s steji, ajiproac lung, a light echo woke). 

“Say I do not receive till tlie evening. Explain,” 

As she glaiKjed at Lord Alfred, she added again, 

“ I have business of private importance ” 

Thete came 

()*er Lord Alfred at once, at the sound of that nanie, 

An invincible sense of vexation. He turn’d 

f 

To Lucile, uiid ho fancied he faiutly disceru’d 
,On her fiu-e an indefinite look of confusion. 

On his mind iiistantaiu'ously flash’d the conclusion 
That his presence had <»iused it. 

He said, with a sneer 

Which he could not repress, “ Let not >ne ijaterfere 
With the claims on your time, ladyl, when you are fi*ee 
l^m more pleasant engagements, allow mo to see 
And to wait op you later.” 

' The words wero not said 

Ere he wish'd to recall them. He bitterly read 
!nie ftnjstalie ho, had made in Lucile’s flashing eye. 
her Imed, as in haughty reply, 
wptotdh perchance than all titter'd rebuke, 

Sidd resmning her 8est> "1^11 the Duke 

ms hartar.t}' 



^ And irex’d. his oWn woi^ and hers, 

, Alfred Vaj;grajre bow’d low to LucUe de Nevera, 

Pass’d the casement and enter'd the garden. Before 
His shadow was Bed the Duke stood at the door. 

xvin. 

When left to his thoughts in the garden alone, 

Alfred Vargrave stood, strange to himself. With dull tone 
Of importance, through cities of rose and carnation. 

Went the bee on liis business from station to station. 

The minute mirth of summer was shrill all around ; 

Its incessant small voices like stings seem'd tp sound 
, On his sore angry sense. He stood grieving the hot 
Solid sun with his shadow, nor stirr'd from the spot. 

The las4 look of Lucile still bewilder’d, perplex’d, 

And reproach’d him. The Duke’s visit goaded and vex’d. 
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He had not yet given the letters .A^iiun 
He mmt nait Luoile He molved to reioam 
Where he was till tiie Duke went In short, he would stay. 
Were it only to know wJieu the Duke went away 
But just as he tonud this resolire, he perceived 
Appioachuip; towards him, between the thick-leaved 
And luxurunt laurels, Lucile and the Duke 
Thus surprised, his first thought wds to seek for some nook 
Whence he might, unobserved, from the gaiden letieat 
They had not yet seen hmi The sound of then feet 
And then voices had warn’d him in tune They weie walking 
Towards hmi Tlie Duke (a tiue Frenchman) was talking 
With the 'action of T<ilma He saw at a glance 
That they hair’d the sole path to the gateway No chance 
Of escape saie in iiistaiit conceabnent Deep-dipp’d • 

In thick tuhage, an <iiboi stood ueai In he slipp’d. 

Saved fiom sight, as in faoiit of that ambush they pass’d, 

Still conveismg Beneath a hdmmum at last 
They paused, and sat down on a bench in the-^hade, 

So close that he could not but beat what they said. ^ 

XIX 
1 iiriLF 

Duke, 1 siarcel} (oniene 


LTIVOIS 

Ah, forgive f I desired 
So deeply to see you to-day You retired 
So early last niglit from the ball this whole week 
I haw aeen you pale silent, preoccupied speak, 

SpaaV, and foigive me ' . I know that 

4 rash fool x-sibut T love you I t love you, Madame, 

More tli^ latigaagie can say ' Do not deem, O Lwale, 
thelove^l^no lonser have streiuttti to, conceal 
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Is a passing caprice! It is strange to my nature, 

It has made me, unknown to myself, u new croatimK 
^ implore you to sanction and save the new life 
Which 1 lay at your feet with this j)rayer — Be my wife, 
Stoop, and raise me! 


Lord Alfred could scarcely restrain 
The sudden, acute pang of anger and pain 
With which he had heaid this. As though to some wind 
The leaves of the luishM, windless laurels behind 
The two thus in converse were suddenly stirred. 

The sound half betrayed him. They started. He l^eard 
•The low voice of Lucile; but so faint was its tone 
That her answer escaped hun. 

•* Luvois hurried on, 

As though ui remonstrance with what had been spoken. 

“ Nay, I know it, Lucile ! but your heart was not broken 
By the trial in wliicli all its fibres were proved. 

Lov 0 i perchance, you mistrust, yet you need to be loved. 

You mistake your own feelings. T fear you mistake 
What so ill 1 inUupret, those feelings whicdi make 
Words like these vague and feeble. Whatever your heart 
May have sufler’d of yore, this can only impart 
A pity profound to the love which I feel. 

Hush! hush! 1 know all. Tell me nothing, Lucile.” 

** You know all, Duke ^ ” she said ; well then, know that, in truth, 
I have learned from the rude lesson taught to my youth 
From my own heart to shelter my life; to mistru.st 
The heart of another. We are what we must, 

And not what we would be. I know that one hour 
Assures vxfpt another. The will and the power 
Are diverse.*’ 

‘‘ 0 madam ! ” he answer’d, ** You feuce 
With a feeUng yt>u know to be true and intense. 
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Tis not my life, Lucile, that, I plead for alone: 

If your nature 1 know, ’tis no less for your own. 
lliat nature will prey on itself; it was made 
To influence others. Oonaider,” he said, 

“ That genuis craves power — what scope for it here ? 
Gifts less noble to nn give command of that sphere 
In wliich genius is powei. Such gifts you despise ^ 

Hut you do not disdiiiu wliat such gifts realize! 

1 offer you. Lady, a name not unknown — 

A fortune wluch woithless, without you, is growh — 

All my life at youi feet I lay down — at your feet 

A heart whicli for you, and you only, can beat” 

# 

LUCILK. 

That heart, Duke, that life — I respect both The iiame 
And i)osition you oficr, and all that you claim » 

In behalf of their nobler employment, T feel 
To deserve what, in turn, I now ask you — 


LUVOIS. 


Lucile 1 


LrriLE 

I ask you to leave me — 

LUVOIS. 

You do not reject? 
LITCILK, 

I ask you to leave me the tune to reflect 


Ym ^ 


LUVOIB. 


1%© th»e to ' 



0AJfTO III 


mcu£. 


91 


LVVhiB. 


Say — One word! 


May I hope ? 

W 

The reply of Ludle was not heard 
By Lord, Alfred ; for just then she rose, and moved on. 
The Duke bow’d his lips o’er her hand, and was gone. 


XX. 

Not a sound save the birds in the bushes. And when 
jUfred Vargrave reel’d forth to the sunlight again, 

Ifte just saw the white robe of the woman recede 
•As she enter’d the house. 

Scarcely conscious indeed 
Of his sfbps, he too follow’d and enter’d. 

XXI. 

He enter’d 

Unnoticed ; Lucile never stirr’d : so concentred 
And wholly absorb’d in her thoughts she appear’d. 

Her back to the window was turn’d. As he near’d 
. The sofa, her face from the glass was reflected. 

Her dark eyes were fix’d on the ground. Pale, dejected. 
And lost in profound meditation she seem’d. 

Softly, silently, over her droop’d shoulders stream’d 
The afternoon sunlight. The cry of alarm 
And surprise which escaped her, as now on her arm 
.Alfred Vargrave let fall a hand icily cold 
. And clammy as death, all too cruelly told 
Mow far he had been from her thoughts. 


XXII. 


/ > , All his cheek 

i^urh'd with the effort it, cost him to SjMsak. 
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*' It W8S not my fault. I Lave heard all/' he said. 

“ Now the letters — and farewell, Lucile ! When you wed 
May — ” 

The sentence broke short, like a weapon that snaps 
♦When the weight of a man is upon it. 

. “ Perhaps,” 

Said Lucile (her sole answer reveal’d in the flush 
Of quick color which up to her brows seem’d to rush 
In reply to those few biokeii words), “ this farewell 
Is our last, Alfred Vargruve, in Lfe. Who can tell ? 

Let us part without bitteniess. Here are your letters. 

Be assured I retain you no moie in my fetters ! ” 

She laughed, as she said this, a little sad laugh. 

And stretched ont her hand with the letters. And half 
Wroth to feel his wiath rise, and unable to trust 
His own powers of restraint, in his bosom he thrust 
The packet she gave, with a short angry sigh. 

Bow’d his head, and dejiarted without a reply. 

XXIIT. 

And Lucile was alone And the men of the world 
Were gone back to the world. And the world’s self was furl’d 
Far away from the he.irt of the woman. Her hand 
Droop’d, and from it, unloosed from their frail silken band. 

Fell those early love-letters, strewn, scatter’d, and shed 
At her feet — life’s lost blossoms ! Dejected, her head 
On her bosom was bow’d. Her gaze vaguely stray’d o’er 
Those strewn records of passionate moments no more. 

From each page to her sight leapt some word that belied 
Tba composure with which she that day had denied 
Etery daiiu on her heart to those poor perish’d yeara 
Tibi»F aveiigid tliemselves now, and she burst into t^ra 
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r.ETTER KKOM (501I8T\ JOHN TO OOtJSIN ALFRED. 

“ Bioorre, Thuhday 

“ Time uj), you rascal ! C6nie back, or be bang’d. 

Matilda grows peevish. Her mother harangued 

For a \8hole hour this morning about you. The deiuMi ! 

Whiit on eartli can I say to you ? — nothing ’s of use. 

And the blame of the whole of your slioeking behavior 
Falls on ?//(, sh ^ (Vune back, — do you hear? — or I leave your 
Affi^ira, and abjure you for ever. Come back * 

To your anxious lietroth’d ; and perplex’d 

“Cousin Jack.” 


II. 

Alfred needed, in truth, no entreaties from John 
To increase his impatience to fly from Luchon. 

All the place was now fraught with Reusation.s of pain 
Which, whilst in it, he strove to escape from in vain. 

A wild instinct warn’d him to fly from a place 
Where he felt that some fatal event, swift of puce, 

Was approaching his life. In despite his endeavor 

To think of Matilda, her image forever 

Was effaced from his fancy by that of Lucile. 

Prom the ground which he stood on he felt himself reel. 
Scared, alarm’d by those feelings to which, on the day 
Just before all his heart had so soon given way, 
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Wlieu he caught, with a strange sense of fear, for aiwiHta nc p 
At what was, till tlien, the great fact in existence, 

'Twas a phantom he grasp’d. 

HI. 

Having sent for his gnide, 
He order’d his horse, and determin'd to ride 
Back forthwith to Bigorre 

Then, the guide, who well knew 
Every haunt of those hills, said the’ wild lake of ()o 
Vy a league from Luchou; and suggested a track 
By the lake to Bigoriv, wliich, transVersing tlie back 



IV, 


hUCILM, 


95 ’ 


iOf! thfif mountain, avoided a oitouit betwwn 
TSvo long valleys j and thinking, Perchance change of sceno 
May create change of thought,” Alfred Vargrave agreed, 
Mounted horse, and set forth to Bigorre at full speed. 


IV. 

His guide rode beside him. 

* The king of the guides ! 

The gallant Bernard! ever boldly he rides, 

Kver gayly .he sings ! For to him, from of old. 

The hills have -confided their secrets, and told 



Where the white partridge lies, and the cock o’ the woods ; 
Where the izard flits fine through the cold solitudes; 

Wher« the bear lurks perdu ; and the lynx on his prey 
A^t hightfall descends, when the mountains are gray ; 

the sassafras blooms, and the blue-bell is born, 
the wild, rhododendron first reddens at ndom ; 
source of the waters is fine as a thread; 
if j , the storm . on the wild Maladetta is spread , 
i^e thunder is hoarded, the snows lie asleep, 
the- tdrrmitB are .fed, and the cataracts, leap ; 
jfcsdHady known in the hamlets, the vales 
^isper'd 1I» him all their thousand loV^taJes ; 

iwith , the giils, he has leap’d yith th^ 

' eW bold, ever boon, he eh}oy» ; ^ 
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An existence untroubled by envy or strife, 

While ho foods on the dews and the juices of Ufe. 

And 80 lightly he sings, and so gayly he rides, 

For Beknard EE Saitteuk is the king of all guides ! 

V 

But Bernard found, that day, neither song nor love-tale. 

Nor a<lveuture, nor laughter, nor legend avail 
To arouse from his deep and profound revery 
Him that silent beside him rode fast as could be.. 

VI, 

» 

Ascendihg the mountain they slacken’d their pace. 

And tlie marvellous prospect each moment changed face. 

The breezy and pure inspirations of morn , 

Breathed about them. The scarp’d ravaged mountains, all worn 
By the torrents, whose course they watch’d faintly meander, , 
Were alive with the diamonded shy salamander. 

They paused o’er the bosom of purple abysses, ^ 

And wound throngli a region of green wildernesses ; 

The waters went wirbling above and around, 

The forests hung heap’d in their shadows profound. 

Here the Larboust, and tliere Aventin, (Jastellon, 

Which the Demon of Tempest, descending upon, 

Had wasted with fire, aud the peaceful ('azeaux 
They mark’d ; and far down in the sunshine below. 

Half dipp’d in a valley of airiest blue, 

The white happy homes of the village of Oo, 

Wliere the age is yet golden. 

And liigh overhead 
'ThR 'Verecks of the combat of Titans were spread. 

Ihsd grai^ and quartz, in the alchemic sun, 

Fusa 6 tShttir qilendors of mrimson and crystal in one ; 

An4 de(||ii #10 moss gleam’d the delicate sheila, 

Hi# im linneFd free^ in the hbaxr hatebelH ; 
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The laa^ violet bum’d; the campanuk' blhe; 


And .Autumn’s own flower, the saffrcm, peer’d through 
The-red'herried brambles and thick sassafras; 

And fragrant with thyme was the delicate grass, 



Of a gray sunless glen gaping drowsy below. 

That aerial spectre, reveal’d in the glow 

Of the great golden dawn, hovers faint on' the eye, 

And appears to grow in, and grow out of, the sky. 

And plays with the fancy, and baffles the sight. 

Only reach’d by the vast rosy ripple of light, 

And the cool star of eve, the Imperial Thing, 

Half unreal, like some mythological king 
That dominates all in a fable of old. 

Takes command of a valley as fair to behold 
As aught in old fables ; and, seen or unseen. 

Dwells aloof over all, in the vast and serene 
Sacred sky, where the footsteps of spirits are furl’d 
’Mid the clouds beyond which spreads the infinite world 
Of man’s last aspirations, unfathom’d*, untrod, 

Savis by Even and Motn, and the angels of God. 

• ^ 

TIL 

,'Meto%hilei as they journey’d, that serpmttine icbad, 
iil<:wtr alpw^rtily reversed, unexpectedly show*d -k 
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A gay cavalcade Home fevr feet in advance. 

Alfred Vargrave’s heart beat; for he saw at a glance 
The slight form of Lucile in the midst. His next look 
Show’d him, joyously ambling beside her, the Duke. 

The rest of the troop which had thus caught his ken 
Ho knew not, nor noticed them (women and men). 

They were laughing and talking together. Soon after 
His sudden appearance suspended their laughter. 

VIII. 

" You here ! . .1 imaghied you far on your way 

To Bigorre I ” . . . said Lucile. “ What lias caused you to stay ? " 

“ I am on my way to Bigorre,” he replied, 

"But, since mi/ way would seem to be yovrs, let me ride 
For one moment beside you,” And then, with a stoop. 

At her ear, . . . “ and forgive me ! ” 


IX. 


Had regathcr’d its numbers. 


By this time the troop 


Lucile was as pale 

As the cloud ’neath their feet, on its way to the vale. ,, 
The Duke had observed it, nor quitted her side. 

Fur even one moment, the whole of the ride. 

Alfred smiled, us he thought, " he is jealous of her ! ” 
And the thought of this jealousy added a spur 
To his firm resolution and effort to please. 

He talk’d much; was witty, and quite at his ease. 




X. 

. Afh^ ttoenttde, the clouds, which had traversed the east 
HaH the day, gather’d closer, and rose and inereasect 
The air and chill’d. As though out of the grolmd, 

TMrfi iiniAt up (ha trees a confused hiaSing sound, 

AM the tvftid rose. Tim guides like chamois the air, 
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And look’d at each other, and halted, and there 
Unbuckled the cloaks from the saddles. The white 
Aspens rustled, and turn’d up their frail l^ves in fright. 
AU^ announced the approach of the tempest. 

Erelong, 

Thick darkness descended the mountains among ; 

And a vivid, vindictive, and serpentine flash 
Oored, the darkness, and shore it across with a ga^h. 

Tlbe rain fell in large heavy drops. And anon 

funder. 

; ■: The horses took fright, ev^ oae. 

; 3^ moment was far out of sdght. 
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The guides whoop’d The baud was obliged to al%ht,‘ 
And, dispersed up the perilous pathway, walk’d blind 
To the darkness before hoiu the darkness behind. 


XI. 

And the Sturm is abroad in the mountsflms ! 

He tills 

The crouch’d hollows aud all the oracular hills 
With dread voices of power. A roused million or more 
Of wild echoes reluctantly rise from their hoar 
Immemorial ambush, and roll in the wake 
Of the cloud, whose reflection leaves vivid the lake. 

And the wind, that wild robber, for plunder descends 
I'rom invisible lands, o’er those black mountain ends; 
He howls as he hounds down his prey ; and his lash 
Tears the hair of the timorous wan mountain-ash. 

That clings to the rocks, with her garments all tom, 
lake a woman in fear; then he blows his hoarse horn. 
And is off, the fierce guide of destruction and terror, 

Up the desolate heights, ’mid an intricate error 
Of mouutaiu and mist. 


XU. 

There is war in the skies! 

Lo ! the black-wing6d legions of tempest arise 

O'er those sharp splinter’d rocks that are gleaming below . 

In the soft light, so fair and so fatal, as though ’ 

Some seraph bum’d through them, the thunderbolt searching 
Whieh the black cloud unbosom’d just now. Lol the lurching 
And shivering pine-trees, like phantoms, that seem 
To wiiver ahbve, in the dark; and yon stream, 

JJ&rw It hurries arid roars, on its way to the white 
>4nd pMalyaad lake there, appall’d at ^ht 
Of the thlag!i seen in hmm I 

i i. 
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XIII. 

Through the darkness and awo 
That liad gather’d around 1^, Lord Alfred now saw, . 
Reveard in the fierce and evanishing glare 
Of the lightning that momently pulsed through the air, 

A woman alone on a shelf of the hill, 

With her (iheek coldly propp’d on her hand, — and as still 
As the rock that she sat on, which beetled above 
The black lake beneath her. 

All terror, all love 

Added speed to the instinct with which he rush’d on. 

, For one moment the blue lightning swathed the whole stone 
In its lurid embrace : like the sleek dazzling snake 
That esicircles a sorceress, cliarm’d for her sake 
And lull’d by her loveliness; fawning, it play’d 
And caressingly twined round the feet and the head 
Of the woman who sat there, undaunted and calm 
Asi the soul of that solitude, listing the psalm 
Of the plangent and laboring tempest roll slow 
From the caldron of midnight and vapor below. 

Next moment from bastion to bastion, all round, 

Of the siege-circled mountains, there tumbled the sound 
Of the battering thunder’s indefinite peal. 

And Lord Alfred hud sprung to the feet of Lucile. 


XIV. 

She started. Once more, with its flickering wand. 

The lightning approach’d her. In terror, her hand 
Alfred Vargrave had seized within liis; and he felt 
The light fingers that coldly and lingeringly dwelt 
Inf the grasp of his own, tremble faintly. 

" See I see r 

Where the whirlwind hath stricken and strangled yon tree ! ” 
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She exclaim’d, ..." like the passion that brings on its breath 
To the being it embraces, destruction and death 1 
Alfred Vargrave, the lightning is round you ! 

^ “ Lucile ! 

I hear — I see— naught but yourself. I ran feci 
Nothing here but your jirespnce. My pride fights in vain 
With the truth that leaps from me. We two meet again 
’Neath yon terrible heaven that is watching above 
To avenge if 1 lie when I swear that I love, — 

And beneath yonder terrible heaven, at your feet, 

1 humble my head and my heart. I entreat 
Your pardon, Lucile, for the past — I implore 
For the future your mercy — implore it with more 
Of passion than prayer ever breathed. By the power 
Which invisibly touches us both in this hour, • 

By the rights I have o’er you, Lucile, I demand ” — 

“ The rights • ” . . said Lucile, and drew from him her hand. 

.“Yes, the rights! for what greater to man may belong 
Than the right to rcxiair in the future the wrong 
To the past? and the wrong I have done you, of yore 
Hath bequeath’d to me all the sad right to restore. 

To retiiflve, to amend! 1, who injured your life, 

Urge the right to repair it, Lucile! Be my wife. 

My guide, my good angel, my all upon earth. 

And accept, for the sake of what yet may give worth 
’ To my life, its contrition ! ’’ 


XV. 


He paused, for there came 
1 0’'er tike ohetik of Lucile a swift flush like the flame . 

01umine^ at moments the darkness o’erhea^. 
lY|th a voico fojni and marr’d by emotion, she said, 
♦•And ywur j^iedge to aagtherf’’ 
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XVI. 

“ Hush, hush I ” he exclaiin’d, 
“ My honor will live where my ^.ove lives, unshamed. 

’T were poor honor indeed, to anther to give 
That life* of which you keep the heart. Could I live 
In the light of those young eyes, suppressing a lie? 

Alas, no! your hand holds my whole destmy. 

I can never recall what my lips have avow’d ; 

In your love lies whatever can render me proud * * ,' 

For the great crime of all my existence hath been 
•To have known you in vain. And the duty best seen. 

And most hallow’d — the duty most sacred and sweet 
Is that trhich hath led me, Liicile, to your feet. 

O speak ! and restore me the blessing I lost 

When I lost you — my pearl of all pearls beyond cost ! 

And restore to your own life its youth, and restore 
The* vision, the rapture, the passion of yore ! 

Ere our brows had been dimra’d in the dust of the world, 
When our souls their white wings yet exulting unfurl’d! 

For your eyes rest no more on the unquiet man. 

The wild star of whose course its pale orbit outran. 

Whom the formless indefinite future of youth, 

With its ly ing allurements, distracted. In truth 
I”. have wearily wander’d the world, and I feel- 
That the least of your lovely regards, O Lucile, 
la Wfflifth all the world can afford, and liie dream 
- ' Whwb, though follow’d forever, forever doth seem 
As fleeting, and distant, and dim, as of yore 
' IWhen it brooded in twilight, at dawn, on the shore 
v!;Of Ijfo ’s untraversed ocean ! I know the sole path 
, Th (WpOse, which my desolate destiny hath,. 

pWii by whose course to your feet', I return. ,4 
.'j ■ ,Q Lucile, will so truly discern, 
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And so deeply revere, all the passionate strength, 

The sublimity in you, as he whom at length 

These have saved from himself, for the truth they reveal 

To hie worship?” 


XVII. 

She spoke not; but Alfred could feel 
The light liand and arm, that upon him reposed. 

Thrill and tremble. Those dark eyes of hers were half closed; 
But, under their languid mysterious fringe, ^ 

A passionate softness was beaming. One tinge 
Of faint 'inward fire flush’d transparently through y 
The delicate, pallid, and pure olive hue 
Of the cheek, half averted and droo])’d. 

Tlie rich bosom 

Heaved, as when in the heart of 
a ruffled rase-blossom 
A bee is imprisoned and struggles. 

a ^ 

* ^ XVIII. 

Meanwhile, 

The sun, in his setting, sent up the last smile 
Of his power, to baffle the storm. And, behold I 
O’er the mountains embattled, his armies, all gold, 

Bose and rested : while far up the dim airy crags, 

Its artillery silcuce<i, its banners in rags, 

‘ The roar of the tempest its sullen retreat 
Drew off slowly, receding in silence, to meet 
The powers of the night, which, now gathering af4r, 

Ilad already sent forward one bright, signal star. 

Ourla of^her soft and luxuriant hair, 
fkont Um dark nding>hat, wldch Lucile used to wear, 

''Had ettoaped; and lord Alfred now oovei'd with kisses 
The of those long lalliag tresses. 

H A 
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Neither he, nor Luoile, felt the rain, which UsOt yet* 

Itad ceased falling around th«^ ; when, splash’d, drench’d, and wet. 
The Due de Luvois down the rough mountain course 
Approached them as fast as the road, and his horse. 

Which was limping, would suffer. The beast had just now 

Lost his footing, and over the perilous brow 

Of the storm-haunted mountain his master had thrown; 

But the Duke, who was agile, had leap’d to a stone. 

And the horse, being bred to the instinct which fills 
The br^t of the wild mountaineer in these hills, 

Had sciambled again to his feet ; and now master 
And horse bore about them the signs of disaster. 

As they heavily footed their way through the mist, 

The liorse with liis shoulder, the Duke with his wrist. 

Bruised and bleeding. 

XIX. 

II ever your feet, like my own, 

0 reader, have traversed these mountains alone. 

Have you felt your identity slirink and contract 
At the sound of the distant and dim cataract. 

In the presence of nature’s immensities ? Say, 

Have you hung o’er the torrent, bedew’d with its spray, 

And, leaving the rock-way, contorted and roll’d. 

Like a huge couchant Typhon, fold heap’d over fold. 

Track’d the summits, from which every step that you tread 
iblls the loose stones, with thunder below, to the bed 
Of invisible waters, whose mystical sound 
Fills with awful suggestions the dizzy profound ? 

'Audi laboring onwards, at last through a break 

the waUs of the. world, burst at once on the lake? 

. If , you hava, this description 1 might have withheld. 

.,if<» 3 t .'iw!nember how strangely your bosom has sweli’d 

Oii the vi#on reveal’d. On the overworkM soil 
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Of this plant*!, enjoyment is sharpen’d hy toil ; 

And one seems, by the pam of ascending the height, 
To have conquer’d a elaim to that wonderful sight. 


Hail,- viieginal daughter of cold Espingol 

Hail, Kaisd. whose realm is the cloud and the snow; 

For thee the angels have whiten’d their wings, 

And the thirst erf the aeraphs is quench’d at thy springs. 
tThot ^ttd hiMh, in heaven, upheld thine expanse 1 
Whtm a»e hpth of creation first fasltion'd jWlr France, 
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Did the Spirit of 111, in hia downthrow appalling. 

the w(n:ld, and thus hollow thy basin while falling X 
Ste the mammoth was beam hath some monster unnamed 
base of thy mountainous pedestal framed? 
iind later, when Power to Beauty was wed, 

|)id some delicate fairy embroider thy bed 
IVith the fragile valerian and wild columbine? * 

xxi! ' 

But thy secret thou keepest, and I will keep mine; 

For once gazing on thee, it flash’d on my soul. 

All that secret ! I saw in a vision the whole 
Vast design of the ages ; what was and shall be I 





- BrnnHa unseen raised the veil of a great mystery 
For one moment.' I saw, and I heard; and my heart 
Bore witness within me to infinite art. 

In infinite power proving infinite love; 

Caught the great choral chant, mark’d the dread pageant move ■ 
■ The divine Whence and Whither of life! But, O daughter 
' Of Oo, not more safe in the deep silent water 
Is thy secret than mine in my heart. Even so. 

What I then saw and heard, the world never shall know. 

XXIL 

'll^Kd^ess of eve o’er the valleys had closed* . 41 

tain 1 ^ oessed falling, the mountains leppsed. ' ' 
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The stets had enkindled in luminous courses 
Their slow-elidmg lamps, when, remoufltmg tiheir horses, 
The riders retraversed that mighty serration 
Of rock-work. Thus left to its own desolation, 

The lake, from whose glimmering limits the last 
Transient pomp of the pageants of sunset had pass’d, 

Drew into its hosom the darkness, and only 
Admitted within it one imt^e — a lonely 
And tremulous phantom of dickering light 
That follow’d the mystical moon through the night. 

n XXIII 

f 

It was late when o’er Luchon at last they descended. 

To her ch^et, m silence, Lord Alfred attended 
Lucile. As they parted she wliispcr’d him low, 

"You have made to me, Alfred, an offer 1 know 
All the worth of, believe me I cannot reply 
Without time for loflection Good-night! — not good-by 1" 
" Alas ! ’t IS the very same answer you made 
To the "Due de T.uvois but a day since, ’ he said. 

" No, Alfred ' the very same, no,” she replied. 

Her voice shook. “If you love me, obey me. Abide 
My answer, to-morrow” 


XXIV 

Alas, Consm Jack ! 

You Cassandra in bieeches and boots 1 turn your back 
To the ruins of Troy Prophet, seek not for glory 
Amongst, thine own people. 


I follow my story. 
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|pp ! — forth again, Pegasus ! — “ Many 's the slip,” 

Bath the proverb well said, “ ’twixt the cup and the lip ! ” 
How blest should wo be, have T often conceived, • 

^Bad we really achieved what we nearly^ achieved I 

t ^but catch at the skirts’ of the thing we would be, 

1 &11 back on the lap of a false destiny, 
it wUl be, so has been, since this world began ! 

’And the happiest, noblest, and be.st part of man 
Jb the part which he never hath fully play’d out: 

*or the first and last word in life’s volume is — Doubt 
The face the most fair to our vision allow’d 
Is the face we encounter and lose in the crowd. 


■The thought that most thrills our existence is one 
Which, before we can frame it in language, is gone. 
O Horace ! the riustic still rests by the river. 

Hut the river fiows on, and flows past him forever! 


fho can sit down, and say . . . “What I will be, I will”? 
I'ho stand up, and affirm . . . “Wliat I was, I am still”? 
rho is it that must not, if question’d, say . . . “What 
fwould have remain’d, or become, 1 am not ” ? 
are qver behind, or beyond, or beside 


Oiv intrinsic existence. Forever at hide 


And Mek with our souls. Not in Hades alone 


Sisyphus roll, ever frustrate, the stone, 
'fte TtawnJds ply, ever vainly, the sieva 
lllllllgi IW fu^e does earth to its denizens giva 
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Tet there’s none so unhappy, but what he hath been 
Just about to be liappy, at some time, I ween ; 

And none so beguiled and defrauded by chance. 

But what once, ui his hfe, some jamute cucumstanoe 
Would have fully sufiiced to secure him the bliss 
Which, missing it then, he forever must miss 
And to most of us, oie we go down to the grave. 

Life, relentmg, accords the good gift we would have; 

But, as though by some stiange imperfection m fate. 

The good gift, when it comes, comes a moment too late. 

The Future’s great veil oui breath fitfully daps. 

And lie^md it linjods ever the mighty Feihaps 

Yet ' there ’s many a slip ’twi^t the cup and the lip ; 

But while o’er the bum of life’s beaker I dip. 

Though the cup may next moment be shatter’d, tho wine 
Spilt, one deep health I ’ll pledge, and that health shall be thine, 
0 bemg of beauty and bbss ' seen and known 
In the deeps of my soul, and possess’d theie alone I 
My days know thee not, and my lips name thee nevej*. 

Thy place m my poor life is vacant forever 
We have met we have parted No more is recorded 
In my annals on earth This alone was afforded 
To Uie man whom men know me, or deem me, to be. 

But, far down, lu the depth of my life’s mystery, 

(lake the siren that under the deep ocean dwells. 

Whom the wmd as it wails, and the wave as it swells. 

Cannot stir m the calm of her coralline halls, 

*Mid the world’s adomantme and dim pedestals; 
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At whose feet sit the sylphs and sea fairies; for whom 
The altuoiidine glimmers, the soft samphires bloom) — 

Thou abidest and reignest forever, O Queen 
Of that better world wliich thou swayest unseen ! 

My one perfect mistress ! my all things in all I 
Thee by no vulgar name knuwn to men do 1 call : 

For the Seraplis have named thee to me in my sleep. 

And tliat name is a secret I sacredly keep. 

But, wherever tills nature of mine is most hiir. 

And its thoughts are the purest — belov’d, thou art there 1 
And whatever is noblest in aught that I do. 

Is done to exalt and to worship thee too. 

Jhe world gave thee not to mo, no! and the world 
Cannot take thee away from me now. I liave furl’d 
The wings of my spirit about thy bright head ; 

At thy feet are my soul’s immortalities spread. 

. Thou mightest have been to me much. Thou art more. 

And in silence 1 worship; in darkness adore. 

If li^p be not that which without us we lind — 

Chance, accident, merely — but rather the mind. 

And the soul which, within us, surviveth these things. 

If our real existence have truly its springs 

Less in that which we do tlian in that which we feel. 

Not in vain do I worship, not hopeless I kneel I 
For then, though I name thee not mistress or wife. 

Thou art mine — and mine only, — 0 life of my life ! 

Ayid though many’s the slip ’twixt the cup and the lip. 

Yet while o’er the brim of life’s beaker I dip, 

Whjle there ’s life on the lip, while there ’s warmth in the wine. 
One deep health I’ll pledge, and that health shall be thine! 


II. 

.This world, on whose peaceable breast we repose 
tTin^vulsed by alarm, once confused in.^ the throes 
m a tumult divine, sea and land, moist and dry. 
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An d in tiery fusion commix'd earth and sky. 

Time cool’d it, and calm’d it, and taught it to go 
The round of its orbit in peace, long ago. 

The wind cliangetli and wLirleth continually : 

All the rivers run down and run into the sea : 

The wind wliirleth al)out, and is presently still’d : * 
A.U the rivers run down, yet the sea is not fill’d : 
rhe sun goeth forth from his chambers : the sun 
A.ri8eth, and lo ! he desceudeth anon. 



All returns to its place. Use and Habit are powers 
Far stronger than Passion, in tills world of ours. 

The great laws of life readjust their infraction. 

And to every emotion appoint a reaction. 

in. 

Alfred Vaigrave had time, after leaving Lucile, 

To leview the rash step he had taken, and feel 
l|iinbii|t^the IWRrld woul4 have oaU*d erroneoui potitim** 
Thottl^t bhIrRded Its chuin. and. tefltned recognition : 
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like a creditor who, when the gloss is worn out 
On the coat which we once wore with pleasure, no doubt. 
Sends us in his account for the garment we bought 
Ev’ry spendthrift to passion is debtor to thought. 


IV. 


He felt ill at ease with himself. He could feel 
Little doubt what the answer would be from Lucile. 

Her eyes, when they parted — her voice, when they met, 
Still enraptured his heart, which they haunted. And yet. 
Though, exulting, he deem’d himself loved, where he loved, 
Through his mind a vague self>accusatiou there moved. 

O’er his fancy, when fancy was fairest, would rise 
The infantine face of Matilda, with eyes 
So sad, se reproachful, so cruelly kind. 

That his heart fail’d within him. In vain did he find 
* A thousand just reasons for what he liad. done: 

The vision that troubled him would not be gone. 

^ In vain did he say to himself, and with truth, 

Matilda has beauty, and fortune, and youth; 

And her heart is too young to have deeply involved 
All its hopes in the tie which must now be dissolved. 

’T were a false sense of honor in me to suppress 
The sad truth which I owe it to her to confess. 

And what reason have I to presume this poor life 
Of my own, with its languid and frivolous strife. 

And without what alone might endear it to her, 
iiyere a boon all so precious, indeed, to confer. 

Its withdrawal can wrong her ? 


It is not as though 
• 1 were bound to some poor village maiden, I know, 

, ^Ato whose simple heart mine were all upon earth, 
‘' 5 ^ t<»,whose simple fortunes my own cduM give wort^ 
^ world’s gifts, will not miss 

Owld procure her. 'T' is best as it is !” 







LUCJLB. 


fm t 


lU 


V. 

In vain did he say to himself, “When I came 
To this fatal spot, I had iiotlimg to blame 
Or reproach myself for, m the thoughts of my heart 
I could not foresee that its pulses would start 
Into such strange emotion on seeing once more 
A woman 1 left with indifference before. 

I believed, and with honest conviction believed, 

In my love for Matilda. I never conceived 
That another could shake it. 1 deem’d 1 had done 
With the wild heart (d youth, and looked hopefully on 
To the soberer manhood, the worthier life. 

Which I sought in the love that I vow’d to my wife. 

Poor child ! slie shall learn the whole truth. She shall know 
What I knew not myself but a few days ago. 

The world will console hei — her pride will supp^fjjjfc-- 
Her youth will renew its emotions. In short. 

There is nothing in me that Matilda will miss 
When once we have parted. ’T is best as it is ! ” 

VI. 

But in vain did he reason and argue. Alas I 
He yet felt unconvinced that ’< ii>as best as it was. 

Out of reach of all reason, forever would rise 
That infantuie face of Matilda, with eyes 
So sad, so reproachful, so cruelly kind. 

That tliey harrow’d his heart and distracted his mind. 

vit. 

And then.svrhen he turned from these thoughts to Ludle, 
(Thottglt his rose enraptured, he could not hut fed. 

A eslnse of awe of her nature. Behind 
AU hfl^ufy of heart, and the gxflces of mind. 
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Whicli he saw and revered m her, something unknown 
And unseen m that nature still troubled his own 
He felt that LucUe penetrated and prized 
Whatever was noblest and best, though disguised. 

In hunselff but he did not feel sure that he knew, 

Or completely possess'd, what, half hidden from view, 

Reinam’d lofty and lonely m hn 

Then, her life. 

So untamed, and so free • would she yield as a wife. 
Independence, ‘long claimed as a woman/ Her name. 

So Imk’d by the world with that spurious fame 
Winch the beauty and wit of a woman asseit. 

In some measure, alas I to her own loss and hurt 
In the seiious tlioughts of a man > This reflection 
O’er the*love which he telt cast a shade of dejection. 

From whjgh he forever escaped to the thought 

Doubt coma reach not , “ I love her, and aU else is naught'" 


vin 

His hand trembled strangely in bi caking the seal 
Of the letter which reach’d him at last from Lucile 
At the sight of the very hist woid that he read, 

That letter dropp’d down from bis hand like the dead 
Leaf m autumn, that, falling, leaves naked and bare 
A desolate tree in a wide wintry air 
He pass’d his hand hurriedly over his eyes. 

Bewilder’d, mcredulous Angiy suiprise 

dismay, in one sharp moan, broke from lum Anon 
He pick’d up the page, and read rapidly on 


IX 




THE COMTESSE DE EEVEBS TO LOUD ALEBED VABGBAVE. 


No, Alfred I 

“If over the present, when last 
We two met, rose the glamour and mist of the past, 


^ ^ ^ 
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It hath now rolled away, and our two paths are plain, 

And those tfiro paths divide us. 

' • ' “That hand which again 

Mip a one moment has clasp’d as the hand of a brother, 

That hand and your honor are pledged to anoth^J 
Forgive, Alfred Vargrave, forgive me, if yet 
For that moment (now past!) 1 have made yon forget 
What was due to yourself and that other one. Yes, 

Mine the fault, and be mine the repentance! Not less. 

In now owning this fault, Alfred, let me own, too, 

I foresaw not the sorrow involved in it. 

* “ True, 

That meeting, which hath been so &>tal, 1 sought, 

I alone! But oh, deem not it was with the thought 
Or your heart to regain, or the past to rewaken. * 

No! believe me, it was with the firm and unshaken 
Conviction, at least, that our meeting would be 
Without peril to you, although haply to me 
The salvation of all my existence. 

“I own, 

When the rumor first reach’d me, which lightly made known 

To the world your engagement, my heart and my mind 

Suffer’d torture intense. It was cruel to find 

That so much of the life of my life, half unknown 

To myself, had been silently settled on one 

Upon whom but to think it would soon be a crime, 

Then I said to myself, ‘From the thraldom which time 
Hath not weaken’d there rests but one hope of escape. 

That image which Fancy seems ever to shape 
Frost iihe aOUtude left round the ruins of yore, 

Is If i^bauisnu. The Being I loved is no mote, 

, Wfam I in the silence, and see in the lone 
VijW of 1% la tlw young hero bom Of my own 
ytdMht and bjs image, asrma foA 

nneotijS#oas hod'o! time. 

' , 
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Could I see it but once more, as time and as change 
Have made it, a thing unfamiliar and 8|;range, 

See, indeed, that the Being I loved in my youthi 
Is no more, and what rests now iS only, in truth. 

The hard pupil of life and the world : then, oh, then, 

1 should wake from a dream, and my life bo again 
Beconciled to the world ; and, released from regret. 

Take the lot fate accords to my choice.' 

■ “ So we met 

But the danger I did not foresee has occurr’d : 

The danger, alas, to yourself ! I have err’d. 

But happy for both that this error hath been 
Discover’d as soon ns the danger was seen ! 

We meet, Alfred Vargrave, no more. I, indeed, 

Shall 1)^ far from Lnchon when this letter you read. 

My course is decided ; my path I discern : 

Doubt is over ; my future is fix’d now. 

' “ Itetum, 

0 return to the young living love ! Whence, alas ! 

If, 'one moment, you wander’d, think only it was 
More deeply to bury the past love. 

“ And oh 1 

Believe, Alfred Vargrave, that I, where I go 
Pn my far distant pathway through life, shall rejoice 
To treasure in memory all that your voice 
Has avow’d to me, all in which others have clothed 
To my fancy with beauty and worth your betrothed ! 

In the fair morning light, in the orient dew 
Of that young life, now yours, can you fail to renew 
All the noble and pure aspirations, the truth. 

The freshness, the faith, of your own earnest youthi 
Yes! you will be happy. I, too, in the bliss 

1 foresee for yon, I shall be happy. And this 

proves me worthy your friendship. And so — let it piove 
That X cannot — I do not — respond to your love: 
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Ye8, indeed ! be ocmvinced that 1 could not (no, no, 

Never, never!) have render’d you happy. And so. 

Best assuredl that, if false tp the vows you have plighted, 

You would have endured, when the first brief, excited 
Emotion was o’er, not alone the remorse 
Of honor, but also (to render it worse) 

Disappointed affection. 

“Yes, Alfred; you start? 

But think! if the world was too much in your heart. 

And too little in mine, when we parted ten years 
Ere this last fatal mcotmg, that time (ay, and tears !) 

Have but deexren’d the old demarcations which then 
Placed our natures asutider; and we two again. 

As we then were, would still have been strangely at stnfe. 

In that self-independence which is to my life 
Its necessity now, as it once was its pride. 

Had our course through the world been henceforth side by side, 
I should have revolted forever, and shock’d. 

Your respect for tlie world’s plausibilities, mock’d. 

Without moaning to do so, and outraged, all those 
* Social creeds which you live by. 

“ Oh ! do not sup 7 )ose 

That I blame you. Perhaps it iS you that are right 
Best, then, all as it is ! t 

* “‘Deem these words life’s Good-night 

To the hope of a moment : no more ! If there fell 
Any tear on this page, ’t was a friend’s. 

"So farewell . 

To ^e past—* and to you, Alfred Vaigrave. 

" Lucilb.” 


X. 


So Hhat letter. 

The romn seem’d to reel 
ih the mist tliat;^ fcorcbrng l»j» eyes 
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With a fiery dow. ’ Grief, resentment, surprise. 

Half choked him; each word he liad read, us 'it smote 
Down some hope, rose and grasp’d like a luind at liis throat. 
To stifle and strangle him. 

Gasping already 

For relief from himself, witli a footstep unsteady. 

He pass’d from his chamber. He felt both oppress’d 
And excited. The letter he tlirust in his breast. 

And, in search of fresh air and of solitude, pass’d 
The long lime-trees of Luchon. His footsteps at last 
Eeach’d a bare narrow heath by the skirts of a wood : 

It was sombi'e and silent, and suited his mood. 

By a mineral spring, long unused, 
now unknown, 

Stood a jsuiall ruin’d abbey. 

He reach’d it, sat down 
On a fragment of stone, ’mid 
the wild weed and thistle, 

And^read over agaui that 

perplexing epistle. V 

XI. 

In re-reading that letter, there roll’d from his mind 
The raw mist of resentment which first made him blind 
To the pathos breath’d through it. Tears rose in Ids eyes, 
And a hope sweet and strange in his heart seem’d to rise. 
The truth which he saw not the first time he reati 
That letter, he now saw — that each word betray’d 
The love which the writer liad sought to cfmcenl. 

His love was received not, he could not but tecl. 

For 'one reason alone, — that his love was not free. 

Truel free yet he was not: but could he not be 
Free erelong, free as air to revhke that farewell, 

And to sanction his own hopes ? he had but to tell 
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The truth to Matilda, and she were the drst 
To release hun\ he h*id but to wait at the worst. 
Matilda's relations would probably snatch 
Any pretext, with pleusuie, to break oft a match 
In which they liad yielded, alone at the wluni 
Of tlieir spcnl’d child, a languid approval to him ' 

She herself, careless cliild ^ was her love for him aught 
Save the hrst joyous fancy aucceedmg the thought 
She last gave to her doll ^ was she able to feel 
Such a love as the love he divmed in Lucile ^ 

He would seek her, obtain his releabe, and, oh ^ then, 

He had* but to fly to Lucile, and agam 

Claim the love which his heart would be free to command. 

But to press on Liuilc any claim to her hand. 

Or even to seek, or to see her, before 

He could say, “ I am free ^ fiee, Lucile, to implore 

That gie^xt blessing on life you alone can confer," 

T were dishonor m him, 't would be insult to her 
Thus still with the letter outspread on his kneO 
He follow'd so fondly his own revery. 

That he felt not the angry regard of a man 
Fix d upon him , he saw not a face stem and wan 
Turn d towards him , lie heard not a footstep that pass'd 
And repaFs d the lone spot where he stood, till at last 
A hoarse \oioe aroused him. 

^He look'd up and saw, 

, On the bare heath before him, the Due de Luvok 

XII. 

Vfiih Oggreasive uonical tones, and a look 
fK ddoMut^ted insolent challenge, the Duke 
Ad^MMW’d (io Lonl Alfred some sneering annnion 
To doubtiess sublime reveries his introsiem 

interrupted. ikUord would do’ better, 
ae UStoiei however, to, fold up »' iettw 
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* 

The writing of which was too well known, in fact, 

His remark as he pass'd to have failed to attract" 

XIII. 

It was obvious to Alfred the Frenchman was bent 
Upon picking a ciuarrel I and doubtless 't wah meant 
From him to provoke it by sneers such as these 
A moment sutliced his quick instinct to seize 
The position. He felt that he could not expo.se 
His own name, or Lucilc’s, or Matilda’s, to tho'«e 
Idle tongues that would brmg down upon him the liau 
Of the world, if he now were to light witli this man. 

^nd indeed, when he look’d in the Duke’s hnggaitl face, 

He was pain’d with the cliaiige there he could not but traca 
And he silmost felt pity. 

He theiefore put by 

Each remark from the Duke with some careless rejily. 

And coldly, but courteously, waving away 

Tlie ill-humor the Duke seem’d resolved to display, 

Rose, and turn’d, with a stc'rii salutation, aside. 

XIV. 

Then the Duke put himself in the path, made one stride 
In advance, raised a baud, fix’d upon him his eyes. 

And said . . . 

■ “ Hold, Lord Alfred ! Away with disguise 1 

I will own that I sought you a moment ago. 

To fix on you a quarrel I still can do so 
Upon my excuse. I prefer to 1h* frank. 

I admit not a fival in fortune or rank 
To the hand of a woman, whatever lie hers 
Or her suitor’s. I love the Comtesse de Nevers. 

I believed, ere you cross'd me, ami still have the right 
* To believe, that ,she would have been mine. To her aif^ht 
Ton lettti^. and the woman is suddenly changed. 
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You step in between us : her heart is estranged* 

You ! who now are betrothed to another, I know : 

You ! whoso name with Lucile's nearly ten years ago 
Was coupled by ties wliicli you broke: you! the man 
I reproach'd on the day our aciiuaintanco began: 

You! that left her so lightly, — I cannot believe * 
That you love, as I love, her ; nor can I conceive 
You, indeed, have the right so to love her. 

Milord, 

I will not thus tamely concede, at your word. 

What, a few days ago, I believed to be mine! 

I shall yet perse veie: f shall yet be, in fine, 

A rivaTyou dare not despise. It is plain 
That to settle this contest there can but remain 
One way — need I say what it is^" • 



* XV. 

Not unmoved 

With regretful respect for the earnestness proved 
By the speech he hud heiird, Alfred Vargrave replied 
In words which he trusted might yet turn aside 
The quarrel from which he felt bo«^ to abstain, 

• And, with stately urlainity, strove to explain 
To the Duke that lie too (a foir rival at worst!) 

Ijtad not been accepted. 


XVI. 

“Accepted! wy first 
Ari> y«ni free tb' have offer'd t" 


1/^ Ailfeed was mnte. 



CANTO V. 


LUCILM. 


123 


xvii. 

; 

‘‘Ah, you dare not reply!” cried the Duke. "Why dispute, 
Wliy palter with me ? You are silent ! and why ? 

Decause, in your conscience, you cannot deny 
’Twas from vanity, wanton and cruel vrithal. 

And tlie wish on ascendency lost to recall. 

That you stepp’d in between me and her. If, milord. 

You be really sincere, 1 ask only one word. 

Say at once you renounce her. At once, on my part, 

I will ask your forfjiveness with all truth of heart, 

And there can be no <iuarrel between us. Say on!” 

Lord Alfred grew gall’d and iinjiatient. This tone 
Wused a strong irritation he could not repress. 

“You have not the right, sir,” he said, “and still less 
The power, to make terms and conditions with me, 

I refuse to rejdy.” 


xviu. 

As divhiers may see 


Fates they cannot avert in some figure occult. 
He foresaw in a moment each evil result 



There, face to face, 

'Mid the ruins and tombs of a long-perish’d race. 
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With, for witness, the stem Autuma' Sky overhead, 

And beneath them, unnoticed, the graves, and the dead. 
Those two men had met, as it were on the ridge 
Of that perilous, narrow, invisible bridge 
Dividing the Past from the Future, so small 
That, if one should pass over, the other must fall* 

XIX. 

On the ear, at that moment, the sound of a hoof. 

Urged with speed, 'iluirply smote; and from under the roof 
Of the forest in view, where the skirts of it verged 
On the lieath where thev stood, at full gallop emeiged 
A horseman. 

A guide lie dpjieai’d, by the sash 
Of red silk round the waist, and the long leathern Ipsh 
With tlie short wooden handle, slung crosswise behind 
The short jacket , the loose canvas trouser, confined 
By the long boots, the woollen capote; and the rein, 

A mere hempen cord on a curb 

Up the plain 

He wheel’d his horse, white with the foam on his flank, 
Lcap’d the nvulet lightly, turn’d sharp from the bank. 

And, approaching ‘the Duke, raised his woollen capote. 
Bow’d low m the selle, and deliver’d a note. 


XX. 

The two stood astonish’d. The Duke, with a gest 
Of apology, turn’d, stretch’d his hand, and possess’d 
Himself of the letter, changed color, and tore 
The piHSe open, and read. 

Ere a moment was o’er 

His whole ai^pect chatiged. A light lose to his eyes, 
,^|;pd % smUo to his lips. While with startled surprise 
'tioird Ahhed yetVatch’d him. he tarh*,d on his beeh 
'iAd WI0, gs^, ** A piessiqg req,pfl{iit fbom Imolle | 
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You are quite right, Lord Alfred ! fair rivals ut worst, 

Our relative place ittay perchance be reversed. 

You are not accepted — nor free to propose! 

I, perchance, am accepted already ; who knows ? 

I had warn’d you, milord, I slumld still persevere, 
lliis letter — but stay! you can read it — look here!” 

XXI. 

It was now Alfred’s turn to fet'l roused and enraged. 

But LucDe tojumself was not pledged or engaged 

By aught that could sanction resentment. He said 

Not a word, but turn’d round, took the letter, and read . . . 

Tint nOMTESSE DE NEVEK8 TO THE I)ITC DE LUVOT8. 

" Saikt Saviour. 

“ Your letter, which follow’d me here, makes me stay 
Till I see yon again. With no moment’s delay 
I entreat, 1 conjure you, by all that you feel 
Or ifirofess, to come to me directly. 

“ Lucile.” 


XXII. 


“ Your letter ! ” He then had been writing to her ! 
Coldly shrugging his shoulders, Lord Alfred said, “Sir, 
Do not let me detain you ! " 


The Duke smiled and bow’d; 
Placed the note in his bosom; address’d, half aloud, 

A few words to the messenger. . . . “Say your despatch 
Will be answer’d ere nightfall ” ; 

then glanced at his watch. 

And turn’d back to the Baths. 
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XXIII. 

Alfred Vargrave stood still, 
Torn, distracted in heart, and divided in will. 

He turn’d to Lucile’b t»iiewell letter to him, , 

And read over licr woids, rising tears made them dim; 

Doubt over; w// Jatine fs Jn'd 7U)w/\ they said, 

** Mf/ counc Her course? what! to wed 

With this insolent rival! With tliat thought there shot 
Through his heart an acute jealous anguish. But not 
Even thus could lus (‘le<n wcaddly sense quite excuse 
Those strange words to tli(‘ Duke. She was free to refuse 
Himself, free the Duke to accept, it was true: 

Even then, though, this (Mgei and strange rendezvous 
How imprudent ’ To some unfi^quented lone inn. 

And so late* (foi the night was about to begm) — 

She, companionless theie ^ — had she bidden that man? 

A fear, vague, and formless, and horrible, ran 
Through his heart 

XXfV 

At that moment he look’d up, and saw, 
Riding fust tlirough tlu* forest, the Due de Luvois, 

Who waved his hand to him, and sped out of sight. 

The day was descending. He felt ’t would be night 
Ete that man reach’d Saint Saviour. 
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XXV. 

He walk’d ou, but not 

Back toward Luobon: he walk’d on, but knew not in what 

Direction, iior yet with what object, indeed, 

lie was walking ; but still he walk’d on without heed, 

xwi. 

Tlie day had be(*u «ullen ; but, towards his decline, 

The sun sent 3 streuin of wild light up the ])in(*. 

Darkly denting the ml light nweal’d at its buck, 

The old min’d abbey rose roofless and black. 
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The aprmg that yet eezed through the moss-paven floor 
Had suggested, no doubt, to the monks there, of yore, 
The sight of that refuge where, back to its God 
How many a heart, now at rest ’neath the sod. 

Had borne from (lie world all the same wild unrest 
That now prey’d on his own ! 


XXVH. 


Ey the thoughts in his breast 
With varying impulse divided and tom. 


He traversed the scant heath, and reach’d the forlorn 
Autumn woodland, in which but a short wliile ago 
He had seen the iMko rapidly enter ; and so 
Ho tvx> enter’d. The light waned around him, and pass’d 
Into limkness. The wrathful, red Occident cast 
Ona glare of vindictive inquiry behind. 

As the last light of day from the high wood declined, 
Aud tlie gvsat fotest sigh’d its farewell to the beam, 

And tM lif on the stil|nQM the vofce hf the stream 
l*e|l ' 
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XXVIII, 

O Nature, liow fair is tliy face, 

And how light is thy heart, and how friendless thy grac‘e! 
Thou false mistress of man I thou dost s))ort with liiin lightly 
In his hours of ease and enjoyment ; and brightly 
Dost thou smile to his smile; to his joys thou melhiest. 

But his sorrows, thou knowest them not, nor divinest. 

While ho wooes, thou art wanton; thou lettest him love thee; 
But thou art not his friend, for his grief eauuot move thee ; 
And at last, when he sickens and dies, what dost thou ? 

All as gay are thy garments, as careless thy brow, 

And thou laughest and toyest with any new comer, 

Not a tear more for winter, a smile less for summer! 

Hast thou uov(‘r an anguish to heave the heart under 
That fair hreast of thine, 0 thou feminine wonder! 

For all those — the young, and the fair, and the strong, 

TOio have loved thee, and lived with thee gaily and long, 

And who now on thy bosom lie dead? and their deeds 
And their days are forgotten! O hast thou no weeds 
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And not one year of mourning, — one out of the many 
That deck thy new bridals forever, — nor any 
KegrPts for thy lost loves, conceal’d from the new, 

0 thou widow of eaith’s generations ? Go to ! 

If the sea and the night wind know aught of these things, 
Tliey do not leveal it We are not thy kings • 
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“The huntsman has ridden too far on the chase, 

And eltiich, and eerie, and strange is place! 

The castle betokens a date long gone by. 

He crosses the courtyard with curious eye: 

He wanders from chamber to chamber, and yet 
From strangeness to strangeness liis footsteps are set; 

And the whole place grows wilder and wilder, and less 
Like aught seen before. Eacli in obsolete dress. 

Strange portraits regard him with looks of surprise, 

Strange forms from the arras start forth to his eyes; 

Strange epigraphs, blazon’d, bum out of the wall: 

The spell of a wizard is over it all. 

In her chamber, enchanted, the Princess is sleeping 
The sleep which for centuries she has been kct*ping. 

If she smile in her sleep, it must be to some lover 
Whose lost golden looks the long grasses now cover; 

If she moan in her dream, it must bo to deplore 
Some grief which the world cares to hear of no more. 

But how fair is her forehead, how calm seems her cheek ! 
And how sweet must that voice be, if once she would speak ! 
He looks and he loves her ; but knows he (not he !) 

The dew to unravel this old mystery’ 

And he stoops to those shut lips. Tlie shapes on the wall, 
The mute men in armor around him, and all 
The weird figures frown, as though striving to say, 

* JBedt ! vnmtde not the PaM, retHdesB ejvdd of To-day ! 
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And give not, 0 inadman ! the heart in thy hreast 
To a phafUo 7 n, the soul of n^hose seme Is possessed 
By an Age not thine own ! ' 

‘"But unconscious is he, 

And he heeds not the warning, he cares not to see 
Aught but one form before him! 

“Eash, wild words are o'er; 
And the vision is vanish'd from sight evermore ! 

And tlui gray morning sees, as it drearily moves 
O'er a land long disserted, a madman that roves 
Tlirough a ruin, and seeks to recapture a dream. 

Lost to life and its uses, withdrawn from the scheme 
Of man's waking existence, he wanders apart." 

And this is an old fairy-tale of the heart. 

It is told in all lands, in a different tongue ; 

Told with tears by the old, heard with smiles by the young. 
And the tale to each heart unto which it is known 
Has a ditferent sense. It has puzzled my own. 

II. 

Eugene de Luvois was a man who, in part 

From strong physical healtli, and that vigor of heart 

Which physical health gives, and partly, perchance, 

Fron» a generous vanity native to France, 

With the heart of a hunter, whatever the quarry, 

Pursued it, too InUly impatient to tarry 

Or turn, till he took it. His trophies were trifles: 

But trifler he was not. When rose-leaves it rifles, 

No less than when oak-trees it ruins, the wind 
Its pleasure pursues with impetuous mind. 

Both Eugene do Luvois and Lord Alfred had been 
Men of pleasure: but men’s pleasant vices, which, seen 
Floating faint, in the sunshine of Alfred’s soft mood. 

Seeth’d amiable foibles, by Luvois pursued 
With impetuous passion, seemed aenii-Satanic. 
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Half pleased you see brooks play with pebbles; in panic 
you watch them whirl’d down by the torrent. 

Ill truth, 

To the sacred political creed of his youth 
The century which he was bom to denied 
All realization. Its generous pride 
To degenerate protest on all things was sunk; 

Its principles each to a prejudice shrunk. 

Down the path of a life that led nowhere he trod, 

Where his whims were his guides, and his will was his god. 
And his pastime his purpose. 

From boyhood possess’d 
Of inhented wealth, he had learn’d to invest 
Both his wealth and those passions wealth frees from the cage 
Which penury locks, in each vice of an age 
All the virtues of which, by the creed he revered. 

Were to huu illegitimaU' 

Thus, he appear’d 

To the world what the world chose to have bim appear, — 
The frivolous tyrant of Fashion, a mere 
Reformer in coats, cards, and carriages ! Still 
’T was this vigor of nature, and tension of will. 

That found for the first time — periiaps for the last — 

In Lucile what they lacked yet to free from the Past, 

Force, and faith, in the Future 

And so, in his mind, 

To the anguish of losing the woman was join’d 
The terror of missing his life’s destination. 

Which in her had its mystical representation. 

III. 

And truly, the thought of it, scaring him, pass’d 
O’er his heart, while he now through the twilight rode feat 
As a shade from the wing of some great bird obscene 
In a wide silent land may be suddenly seen. 
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Parkoning over the sands, where it startles and scares 
Some traveller stray’d in the waste unawares, 

So that thought more than once darken’d over his heart , 
For a moment, and rajudly seem’d to depart. 

Fast and furious he rode tlirough the thickets whicll rose 
Up the shaggy hillside: and the quanelling crows 
Clang’d above him, and clustering down the dim air 
Dropp’d into the dark woods. By fits here and there 
Shepherd fires faintly gleam’d from the valleys. Oh, hoyr 
Ho envied the wings of each wild bird, as now 
He urged the .steed over the dizzy ascent 
Of the mountain ! Behind him a murmur was sent 
From the torrent — before him a sound from the tracts 
Of the woodlands that" waved o’er the wild cataracts. 

And the loose earth and loose stones roll’d momently down 
From the hoofs of his steed to abysses unknown. 

The red day had fallen beneath the black woods, 

And the Powers of the night through the vast solitudes 
Walk’d abroad and conversed with each other. The trees 
Were in sound and in motion, and mutter’d like seas 
Ih KUIand. The road through the forest was hollow’d. 

On be sped through the darkness, as though he were follow’d 
Furti, fast by the Erl King ! 

The wild wizard-work 

Of tbs fovedt at last open’d sharp> ofer.the fork 
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Of a savage ravine, and behind the black stems 

Of the last trees, whose leaves in the light gleam’d like gems, 

Broke the broad moon above tlie voluminous 

Bock-chaos, — the Hecate of that Tartarus 1 

With his horse reeking white, he at last reach’d the door 

Of a small mountam inn, on the brow of a hoar 



Craggy promontory, o’er a fissure as grim. 

Through which, ever roaring, there leap’d o’er the limb 
pf the rent rbek a torrent of water, from sight. 

Into pools that were feeding the roots of the night 

A balcony hung o’er the water. Above 

In a glimmering casement a shade seem’d to move. 

At the door the old negress was nodding her head 
As he reach’d it "My mistress awaits you," she said. 
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And up the rude stairway of creaking pine rafter 
He follow’d her silent. A few moments after, 

His heart almost stunn’d him, his head seem'd to reel, 
For a door closed — Luvois was alone with Lucile. 


IV. 

In a gray travelling ilress, her dark liair uiiconfined 
Streaming o’er it, and toss’d now and then by the wind 
From the lattice, that waved the dull flame i)j a spire 
From a brass lamp befoie her — a faint hectic lire 
On her cheek, to her cyc's lent the lustre of fever: 

They sijem’d to have we])t themselves wider than ever, 

Those dark eyes — so dark and so deep ! 

“You relent? 

And your plans have been changed by the lettei’ T Sent ? ” 
There his voice .sank, borne <lowu by a strong inward sti‘ife. 

LUCILB 

Your letter! yes, Duke. For it threatens man’s life — • 
Woman’s honor 


LUVOIS. 

The last, madam, not ! 

LUUILK. 

Both. I glance 

At your own words ; blush, son of the knighthood of France, 
As I read them ! You say in this letter . . . 

“ / know 

TFAy woiv youi rrf us* me ; 't is (is it not so?) 

JFhe tho man who has trifled hefore, wantonly, 

A.'nd now ir^Us again with the heart you deny 
To But he shxM not ! By man’s last toUd lawt 

/ Stdee on the right (the right, Dup de Luvois !) 

To weenge for woman, tJi* past, tmd to give 
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To the futwre its freedom. TJwt man shall not hve 
To moM you as vrt'tichxd as you have made me!" 

LUVOIS. 

Well, madam, in those words what word do you see 
That threatens the honor of woman? 


liUCJLK. 


See! . . . what, 

Wliat word," do you ask ? Every word ! would you not. 

Had I taken your hand thus, have felt that your name 
Was soil’d aud dishonor’d by more tlxaii mere shame 
. If the woman that bore it had first been the cause 
Of the crime which in these words is menaced? You i)ause! 
Woman's honor, you ask i Is there, sh', no dishonor 
In the smile of a woman, when men, gazing on her, 

Can shudder, and say, -“In that smile is a grave”? 

No! you can have no cause, lJuke, for no right you have 
In the contest you menace. That contest but draws 
Every right into ruin. By all human laws 
Of man’s heart I forbid it, by all sanctities 
Of man’s social honor ! 

The Duke droop’d his eyes. 

“ I obey you,” he said, ” but let woman beware 
How she plays fast and loose thus with human despair. 

And the storm in man’s heart. Madam, yours was the right, 
When you saw that I hoped, to extinguish hope quite. 

But you should from the first have done this, for I feel 
That you knew from the first that I loved you.” 

Lucile 


This sadden reproach seem’d to startle. 

She rawed 

A slow, wistful regard to his features, and gazed 
On them silent awhile. His own looks were downcast. 

Through her heart, whence its first wQd alalm was now pass’d. 
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Pity crept, and perchance o’er her conscience a tear, 

Falling softly, awoke it 

However severe, 

Were they unjust, these sudden upbraidings, to her ? ^ 

Had she lightly inisconstnied this man’s character, ^ 

^ Which had seem’d, even when most impassion’d it seemed, 
Too self-conscious to lose all in love? Had she deem’d 
That this airy, gay, insolent man of the* world, 

So proud of the place th(‘ world gave him, held furl’d 
In his bosom no passion wliich once shaken wide 
Might tug, till it sna])j)’(l, that erect lofty pride? 

Were tl;ose ehuiieiits in him, which once roused to strife 
Overthrow a whole nature, and change a whole life? 

There are two kinds of strength. One, the strength of the river 
Which through continents puslics its pathway for ev^ 

To fling its fond lieart in the sea; if it lose 
This, the aim of its life, it is lost to its use, 

It goes mad, is diflused into deluge, and dies. 

The other, the strength of the sea ; which supplies 
. Its deep life from mysterious sources, and draws 
The river’s life into its own life, by laws 
Which it heeds not l^he difference in each case is this : 

The river is lost, if the ocean it miss; 

If the sea miss the river, what matter ? The sea 
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•Is the sea still, for ever. Ita deep heart will be 
Self-suffioing, unconscious of loss as of’ yore; 

Its sources are infinite ; still to the shore, * 

With no diminution of pride, it will say, 

“ I am here ; 1, the sea ; stand aside, and make way ! ” 
Was his love, then, the love of the river? and she. 

Had she taken that love for the love of the sea? 


V. 

At that thought, from her aspect whatever had been 
Stem or haughty dej)arted ; and, humbled in mien. 

She approach’d him, and brokenly murmur’d, as though 
Jo herself more than him, “ Was 1 wrong ? is it so ? 

Hear me, Duke! you must f«jel that, whatever you deem 
Your right to reprojicli me in this, your esteem 
I may claim on one ground — I at least am sincere. 

You say that to me from the firat it was clear ' 

That you loved me. ilut what if this knowledge were known 
^ At moment in life when 1 felt most alone. 

And least able to be so^ a moment, in fact, 

When I strove from one haunting regret to retiact 
And emancipate life, and once more to fulfil 
Woman’s destinies, duties, and hojH^s? would you still 
So bitterly blame me, Eugene de Luvois, 

If I hoped to see all this, or deem’d that T saw 
For a moment the promise of this, in the plighted 
Affection of one who, in nature, united 
So much that from others affection might claim, 

If only affection were free? Do you blame 

The hope of that moment? 1 deem’d my heart free 

From all, saving sorrow. I deem’d that in me 

There was yet strength to mould it once more to my will. 

To uplift it once more to my hope.. Do you still 
Blame me, Duke, that I did not then bid you refrain 
iVom hope? alas! I too then hoped!” 
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LWVOIS. 

Oh, again, 

Yet again, say that thrice blessdd word! say, Lucile, 
That you then deign’d to hope — 

LUCILE. 


Yes! to hoi)e 1 could feel. 

And could give t(t you, that without which, all else given 
Were but to deceive, and to injure you even : — 

A heart free from tbonglits of another. Say, then. 

Do you blame that one hope^ 

LUVOIS. 

0 Lucile! 

“Say again,” 

She resumed, gazing down, and with faltering tone, 

“Do you blame me that, when I at last had to own 
To my heart that the liope it had clierish’d was o’er, 

And forever, I said to you then, ‘ Hope no more ' ? 

I myself hoped no more!” 

With but ill-suppress’d wrath 

The Duke answer’d . . . “Wliat, then! he recrosses your path 
This man, and you have but to see him, despite 
Of his troth to another, to take back that light 
Worthless heart to your own, which he wrong’d years ago!” 
Lucile faintly, brokenly murmur’d ... “No! no! • 

’Tis not that — but alas! — but T cannot conceal 
That I have not forgotten the past — but I feel 
That I cannot accept all these gifts on your part, — 

In return for what . . . ah, Duke, what is it? ... a h^rt 
Whidh is only a ruin!” 

With words warm and wild, 
“ThoOj^ a taitt it he, trustee yet ‘to. -rebuild 
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And restore it,” Lnvois cried; “though ruih’d it be, 

Since so dear is that ruin, ah, yield it to me!” 

He approach’d her. She shrank back. The giief in her eyes 
Answer’d, “No!” 

An emotion more fierce seem’d to rise 
And to br^k into dame, as though fired by the light 
Of that look, in his heart. He exclaim’d, “Am 1 right? 

You reject vie I accept him?” 

“1 have not done so,” 

She said firmly. He hoarsely resumed, “Not yet — no! 

But can you with accents as firm promise me 
That you will not acce 2 )t him?” 

, “Accept? Is he free? 

Free to offer?” she said. 


• “You evade me, Lucile,” 

He replied; “ah, you will not avow what you feel! 

He might make himself free? Oh, you blush — turn away! 
Dare you oi)enly look I'n my face, lady, say! 

While you deign to reply to one question from me? 

I may hope not, you tell me: but tell me, may he? 

What! silent? I alter ray question. If quite 
Freed in faith from this troth, might he hope then ? ” 

“He might,” 


She said softly. 


VI. 

Those two whisper'd words, in his breast, 
As he heard them, in one maddening moment roleast 
All that’s evil and fierce in man’s nature, to <jrush 
* And extinguish in man all that ’s good. In the rush 
Of wild jealousy, all the fierce passions that waste 
And darken and devastate intellect, chased 
From its realm human reason. The wild animal 
In the bosom of man was set free. And of all 
‘Human passious the fiercest, fierce jedousy, fierce 
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As ibd fite« and more wild tlian the whirlwind, to pierce 
And to rend, rush’d upcjii him; fierce jealousy, swelled 
By all passions bred tioiii xt, and ever impeU'd 
To involve all tilings else in the anguish witljin it, 

And on others inflict its own pangs! 

At that miAute 

What pass’d through lus iimid, who shall say? who may tell 
The dark thoughts of man’s heart, which the red glare of hell 
Can illume alone? 

He stared wildly around 

Tliat lone place, so lonely I That silence ! no sound 
Reach’d that room, thiough the dark evening air, save drear 
I)rip and roar of the cataract ceaseless and near! 

It was midnight all lound on the weird silent weather; 

Deep midnight m Inm' They two, — lone and together, 
Himself, and tliat woman defenceless before him! 

The triumph and bliss of his rival flash’d o’er him. 

The abyss of his own black despair seem’d to ope 
At his feet, with that awful exclusion of hope 
Which Dante read ovei the city of doom. 

All the Tarquin pass’d into his soul in the gloom, 

And, uttering words he dared never recall, 

Words ^of insult and menace, he thunder’d down all 

The brew’d storm-cloud within him: its flashes scorch’d blind 
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His ow^ senses. His spirit was driven on the wind 
Of a reckless emotion beyond his control; 

A torrent seem’d loosen’d within him. His soul 
Surged up from that caldron of passion that hiss’d 
And seeth’d in liLs heart. * 


His last stake. 


VII. 

He had thrown, and had miss’d 


VlII. 

For, transfigured, she rose from the place 
Adhere he rested o’erawed; a saint’s scorn on her face; 
Such a dread oade retro was written in light 
On her 4>rehead, the fiend would himself, at that sight, 
Have sunk back abash’d to perdition. I know 
If Lucretia^at Tarquin but once had look’d so, 

She had needed no dagger next morning. 

She rose 

AndT swept to the door, like that jihantoin the snows 
Feel at nightfall sw(‘ep o’er them, when daylight is gone, 
And Caucasus is with the moon all alone. 

There she paused ; and, as though from immeasurable, 
Insurpassable distance, slie murmur’d — 

“ Farewell 1 

We, alas ! have mistaken each other. Once more 
Illusion, to-night, in my lifetime is ri’er. 

I)uo de Luvois, adieu ! ” 

From the heart-breaking gloom 
Of that vacant, reproachful, and desolate room, 

- He felt she was gone — gone forever ! 


IX. 


No word, 

sharpest that ever was edged like a sword, 
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Could have pierced to hi^ heart with such keen accusation 
As the silence, the sudden profound isolation, 

In which he remain’d. * 

“O return; I repent I” 

He exclaim’d; but uo sound through the stillness was sent. 
Save the roar of the water, in answer to him, • 

And the beetle that, sleeping, yet humm'd her night hymn: 

An indistinct anthem, that troubled the air 

With a searching, and wistful, and questioning prayer. 

“Return,” sung the wandering insect. The roar 

Of the waters replied, “ Nevermore ! nevermore ! ” 

He walk’d to the window. The spray on his brow 
Was flung cold from the whirlpools of water below; 

The frail wooden balcony shook in the sound 

Of the torrent The mountains gloom’d sullenly roupd. 

A candle one ray from a closed casement flung. 

O’er the dim balustrade all bewilder’d he hung. 

Vaguely watching the broken and shimmering blink 
’ Of tlie stars on the veering and vitreous brink 
Of that aiiake-like j)rone column of water; and listing 
Aloof o’er the languois of air the persisting 
Sharp horn of the gray gnat Before he relinquish’d 
His unconscious employment, that light was extinguish’d. 
Wlicels, at last, Irom the inn door aroused him. He ran 
Down the stairs; reached the door — just to see her depart. 
Down the mountain the carriage was speeding. 


X. 

His heart 

Pealed the knell of its last hope. He rush’d on ; but whither 
Ho knew not — on, into the dark cloudy weather 
Tlie itiidnight — the mountains — on, over the shelf 
Of the pred^pice — on, still — away from himself I • 

TUI, exhanstedi he sank 'mid the dead leaves and moss 
At tite mouth of the forest. A glimtneriug ctoss 
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Of gray stone stood for prayer by the woodside. He sank 
Prayerless, powerless, down at its base, ’mid the dank 
Weeds and grasses ; his face hid amongst them. He knew 
That the night had divided his whole life in twa 
Behind him a Past that was over forever; 

Before him a Future devoid of endeavor 
And purpose. He felt a remorse for the one, 

Of the other a fear. What remain’d to be done ? 

Whither now should he turn? Turn again, as before. 

To his old easy, careless existence of yore 
He could not. He felt that for better or worse 
A change had pass’d o’er him; an angry remorse 
Of his own frantic failure and error had marr’d 

Such a refiige forever. The future seem’d hair’d 

10 
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By th© corpse of a dead hope o’er which he must ^Sread 
To it. Life’s wilderness round him was spread. 

What clew there to cling hy ? 

He clung by a name 

To a dynasty fallen forever. He came 

Of an old princely house, true through change to- the race 

And the sword of Saint Louis — a faith twere disgrace 

To relinquish, and folly to live for! Nor less 

Was his ancient religion (once potent to bless 

Or to ban; and tlu* crozier liis ancestors kneel d 

To adore, when they fought for the Cross, in hard held 

With the Crescent) become, ere it reach’d him, tradition; 

• A mere faded badge of a social position; 

A thing to retain and say notliing about. 

Lest, if used, it should draw degradation from doul)t. 

Tlius, tire first time he sought them, the creeds of his. youth 
Wholly fail’d the .strijug needs of his manhood, in truth! 
And beyond them, what region of refuge? what field 
for employment, this civilized age, did it yield, 

111 that civilized land ^ or to thought ? or to action ? 

Blind deliriums, bewilder’d and endless distraction! 

Not even a desert, not even the cell 

Of a hermit to flee to, wherein he might quell 

The vrild devil-histiucts which now, unreprest, 

Kan rict through that luiu’d world in his breast 


XI. 

So he lay there, like Lucifer, fn-sh from the sight 
Of a heaven scaled and lost; in the wide arms of night 
O’er the howling abysses of nothingness! Tliere 
As he lay, Nature’s deep voice was teaching hifli prayer; 
But vrliat had he to pray to ? 

The winds in the woods, 
<’*!dhie yoioes abroad o’er those vast solitudes, 

Were in commune all round with the invisible Bower 



CAKTO VL 


Lucim 


147 


That waljk’d the dim world by Hin^ielf at that hour. 

But their language he had not yet learn’d — in despite 
Of the much he Iwd learn’d — or forgotten it quite, 

With its once native accents. Alas! what had he 
To add to that deep-toned sublime symphony 
Of thanks^ving* ... A fiery finger was still 
Scorching into his heart some dread sentence. His will, 
Like a wind that is put to no purpose, was wild 
At its work of destruction withm him. The child 
Of an infidel age, lie hod been his own god, 

^is own devU. 

He .sat on the damp mountain sod, 

^And stared sullenly up at the dark sky 

The clouds 

Had heap'd themselves over the bare west in crowds 

Of misshapen, inconginous potents. A green 

Streak of 4r«ary, cold, luminous ether, between 

The base of their black barricades, and tlie ridge 

Of the grim world, gleam’d ghastly, <is under some bridge. 

Cyclop-sized, in a city of ruins o’erthrown 

By sieges forgotten, some river, unknown 

And unnamed, widens on into desolate lands. 

While he gazed, that cloud-city invisible hands 
Dismantled and rent; and reveal’d, tlirough a loop 
In the breach’d dark, the blemish’d and half-broken hoop 
Of the moon, which soon silently sank; and anon 
The whole supernatural pageant was gone. 

The wide night, discomforted, conscious of loss. 

Darken’d round him. One object alone— that gray cross— 
Glimmer’d faint on the dark. Gazing up, he descried 
Through the void air, its desolate arms outstretch’d wide. 
As though to embrace him. 

He turn’d from the sight, 

Bet his face to the darkness, and fled. « 
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xn. 

When the light 

Of tlie dawn grayly flicker’d and glared on the spent 
Wearied ends of the night, hke a hope that is sent 
To the need of some grief when its need is the sorest. 
He was sullenly riding across the dark forest 
Toward Luchon 

llius riding, with eyes of defiance 
Set agaloBt the young day, as disclaiming allianoe 
With aught that the day brings to man, he perceived 
Faintly, suddenly, floetmgly, through the damp-leaved 
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Autumn 1»ranches that put forth gaupt 'arms on his way, 
The face of a man pale and wistful, and gray 
With the gray glare of morning. Eugene de Luvois, 
With the sense of a strange second sight, when he saw 
That phantom-like face, could at once recognise. 

By the sol^ instinct now left to guide him, the eyes 
Of his rival, though fleeting the vision and dim. 

With a stern sad inquiry fix’d keenly on him 
And, to meet it, a lie leap'd at once at his own; 

A lie bom of that lying darkness now grown 
Over all his nature! He auswer’d that gaze 
With a look which, if ever a man’s look conveys 
jyiore intensely than words what a man means, convey’d 
Beyond doubt in its smile an announcement which said, 
“7 hum triumph'd. The question ijowr eyes wouM imply 
Comes too late, Alfred Vargrave ! ” 

, And so he rode by. 

And rode on, and rode gftyly, and rode out of sight. 
Leaving that look behind him to rankle and bite. 

XIII. 

And it bit, and it rankled. 


XIV. 

Lord Alfred, scarce knowing. 
Or choosing, or heeding the way he was going. 

By One wild hope impell’d, by one wild fear pursued. 
And led by one instinct, which seem’d to exclude 
From his mind every human sensation, save one — 

The torture of doubt— had stray’d moodily on, 

Down the highway deserted, that evening in which 
With the Duke he had parted; stray’d on, through rich 
Hese sunset, or into the gradual night, 

Which darken’d unnoticed, the land from his sight, 
Tbwntd Saviour; nor did the changed aBpe<?t of all 
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llie wild sceneiy round kim avail to recall 
To his senses their normal perceptions, until, 

As he stood on the black shaggy brow of the hill 
At the mouth of the forest, the moon, which had hung 
Two dark hours in a cloud, slipp’d on fire from among 
The rent vapors, and sunk o'er the ridge of the wbrld. 
Then he lifted his eyes, and saw round him unfurl’d. 

In one moment of splendor, the leagues of dark trees, 

And the long rocky line of the wild Pyrenees. 

And he knew by the milestone scored rough on the face 
Of the bare rock, he was but two hours from the place 
Where Lucile and Luvois must have met The same track 
The Duke must have traversed, perforce, to got back 
To Luchon ; not yet then the Duke had return’d ! 

He listen’d, he look’d up the dark, but discern’d 
Not a trace, not a sound of a horse by the way. 

He knew that the night was approaching to day. . 

He resolved to proceed to Saint Saviour. The moru 
Which, at last, through the forest broke chill and forlorn j 
"Reveal’d to him, riding toward Luchon, the Duke. 

’Twas then that the two men exchanged look for look. 


XV. 

And the Duke’s rankled m him. 


XVI. 


He rush’d on. He tore 

His path through the thicket. He reach’d the inn door, 
Boused the yet drowsing porter, reluctant to rise. 

And inquired for the Countess. The man rubb’d his eyes* 
The Countess was gone. And the Duke ? 


A inquiry. 


The man stared. 


^ With accents that soared 

IJlie ntdh's ddU eanse awaks^ “ He, the stranger,” he cried, 
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«Wfio had been there that night I’* * 

The man grinn’d and replied 
With a vacant intelligence, “ He, oh ay, ay ! 

He went after the lady.” 

No further reply 

Could he give. Alfred Vargrave demanded no more, 

Flung a coin to the man, and so turn’d from the door. 

“What! the Duke. then the night in that lone inn had pass’d? 
In that lone inn — with her!” Was that look he had cast 
When they met in the forest, that look which remain’d 
On his mind with its terrible smUe, thus explain’d? 



xvn. 

5 ^ half turn’d to the evening, before 

Xtu6hon, with a heart si<^' and sore. 
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In the midst of a light crowd of babblers, his look. 

By their voices attracted, distiuguished the Duke, 

Gay, insolent, noisy, with eyes sparkling bright. 

With laughter, shrill, airy, continuous. 

Bight 

Through the throng Alfred Vargrave, with swift sombre stride. 
Glided on. The Duke noticed hi m, turn’d, stepp’d aside. 

And, cordially grasping his hand, whisper’d low, 

“O, how right have you been! There can never be — no, 
Never — any more contest between us! Milord, 

Let us henceforth bo friends!” 

Having utter’d that word. 

He tuHi’d lightly round on his heel, and again • 

His gay laughter was heard, echoed loud by that train 
Of Ins young iinitatois • 

Lord Alfred stood still. 

Booted, stuun’d to the spot. He felt weary and ill. 

Out of heart with his own heart, and sick to the soul 
With a dull, stifling anguish he could not control. • 

Does he hear in a dream, tlirough the buzz of the crowd. 

The Duke’s blithe associates, babbling aloud 
Some comment upon his gay humor that day? 

He never was gayer: what makes him so gay? 

’Tis, no doubt, say the flatterers, flattering in tune. 

Some vestal whose virtue no tongue dare impugn 

Has at last found a Mars — who, of course, shall be nameless. 

The vestal that yields to Mars ondy is blameless! 

Hark! hears he a name which, 
thus syllabled, stirs 
All his heart into tumult? . . . 

Ditcile de Nevers 
With tbs Duke’s coupled gayly, 

Ia litfme laughing, light, 

Fi«e Not so as might 

giv0>hto the right 
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To turn fiercely round on the speaker, but yet 
To a trite and irreverent compliment set! 

XVIII. 

Slowly, slowly, usurping that place in his soul 
Where the thought of Lucile was enshrined, did there roll 
Back again, bock again, on its smooth downward course 
O’er his nature, with gathei‘’d momentum and force, 

The world. 


XIX. 

“No!” he mutter’d, “she cannot have sinn’d! 
*True! women there are (self-named women of mind!) 

Who lovg rather liberty — liberty, yes ! 

To choose and to leave — tlian the legalized stress 
Of the lovingest marriage. But slie — is she so? 

I will not believe it. Lucile? O no, no! 

Not Lucilc! 

* “ But the world \ and, ah, wlxat would it say ? 

O the look of that man, and his laughter, tt)-day! 

The gossip’s light qne.stiou ! the slanderous jest ! 

•She is right! no, we could not be happy. ’Tis best 

As it is. I will write to her — write, O my heart! 

And accept her farewell. Ov/r farewell! must we i)art — 

Part thus, then — forever, Lucile? Ts it so? 

Yes! I feel it We could not be happy, I know. 

’T 'was a dream ! we must waken ! ” 

» 

XX. 

With head bow’d, as tiiougb 
By the weight ot the heart’s resignation, and slow 
Moody footsteps, he turned to his inn.* 

• Drawn apart 

IVom tiss gfktc, in the court-yard, and ready to start. 
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Postbi'js mountwi, portinauteatis pack'd up ftud made fast, 
A travelhiig-fiiinagt*, uni.oticed, ho pass'd. 

He order'd his hor»e to be ready anon 

Bent, and fwid, foi the reckoning, and slowly pass'd on, 

And ascended the staircase iind enter'd his room. 

It was tmhght I 1 m (hambei was dark in the gloom 
Of the evening He listlessly kindled a light. 

On the mantel-pier e , there a large card caught his sight— 
A iaige <ard, a stout card, well printed and plain, 

Jfeftl^ilig flonrishuig, flimsy, affected, or vain. 

It gave a lospectable look to the slab 
That it lay on The name was— ' * 
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Sir Ridlet MacMab. 


Full familiar to him was the name tlmt he saw, 

P'or 'twas that of his own future uncle-in-law, 

Mrs. Darcy’s rich brother, the banker, well known 
4 j 9 wearing the longest phUactoned gown 
Of aU the rich Pharisees England can boast of; 

A shrewd •Puritan Scot, whose sharp wits made the most of 
This world and the next; having largely invested 
Not only where treasure is never molested 
By thieves, moth, or rust ; 'but on this earthly l)all 
Wheip interc'st was high, and security small^ 

Of mankind there was never a tlxeory yet 
Not by some individual instance ui)set: 

And so to tliat sorrowful verse of the Psalm 
Which declares that the wicked exjMind like the pahn 
In a world where the righteous are stunted and pent, 

A cheering exception did liidley present. 

like the worthy of Uz, Heaven iirospor’d his piety. 

The leader of every religious society, 

Christian knowledge he labor’d through life to promote 
With personal profit, and knew how to quote 
Both the Stocks and the Scripture, with equal advantage 
To himself and admiring friends, in this Cant-Age. 


XXI. 

Whilst over this card Alfred vacantly brooded, 

A 'Waiter his head through the doorway proUnded; 
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“Sir Eidley MacNab with Milord wish’d to speak.” 

Alfred Vargrave could feel there were tears on his cheek; 

He bnish’d them away with a gesture of pride. 

He glanced at the glass; when his own face he eyed, 

He was scared by its pallor. Inclining his he^,^ . 

He with tones calm, unshaken, and silvmy, said 
“Sir Ridley may enter.” 

In tliree minutes more 
That benign apiiaritiou apjiear’d at the door. 

Sir Ridley, released for a while from the cares 
Of business, and minded to breathe the pure airs 
Of the blue Pyrenees, and enjoy his release, 

In company there with his sister and niece, 

Found himself now at Luchon — distributing tracts, 

Sowing seed by the way, and collecting new facts 
For Exeter Hall; he was starting that night 
For Bigorre: he liad heard, to his cordial delight,. 

That Lord Alfred was tlierc, and, himself, setting out 
For the same destination : impatient, no doubt I , , 

Here some eommonidace comjiliments as to “the marriage” 
Through his speeih trickled softly, like honey: his carriage 
Was ready. A storui seem’d to threaten the weather, 

If his young friend agreed, why not travel t<^ether ? 

With a footstep uncertain and restless, a frown , 

Of perplexity, during this .sjieech, up and down 
Alfred Ynrgrave was striding; but, after a pause 
And a slight hesitation, the which seem’d to caiue 
Some surprise to yir Ridley, he answer’d' — “My dear 
Sir Ridley, allow me a few moments here — 

Hhlf (Mi hour at the most— * to conclude an affoir 
Of a nature so urgent as hardly to spare 

pjraMnee (wliich brought me, indeed, to this spot), 

^ RdApte I acelpt your kind offer." 
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Said Sir Bidley, and smiled. Alfred Vatgrave, before 
Sir Ridley observed it, had pass’d through the door. 

A few moments later, witli footsteps revealing 
Intense agitation of uncoutroll’d feeling. 

He was rapidly pacing the garden below. 

What pass’d through his mind then is more than 1 know. 
Bnt before one lialf-hour into darkness had lied. 

In the court-yard he stood with Sir Ridley. His tread 
Was tinn and composed. Hot a sign on his face 
Betray’d there th<* least agitation. “The place 
You so kindly have oiter’d,’’ he said; "1 accept.’’ 

And he stretdi’d out his liand. The two travellers stcp])’d 
^Smiling into the carriage. 

And thus, out of sight. 

They drrwe down the dark road, and into the night. 
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Sir Bidley was ono of those wise men who, so far 
As their power of saying it goes, say with Zophar, 

" We, no donbt, are the people, and wisdom shall die with us,” ' 

Though of wisdom like theirs there is no small supply with us. 

Side by side in the earnage ensconced, tlie two men 

Began to converse, somewhat drowsily, when 

Alfred suddenly thought — “Here’s a man of ripe age. 

At my side, by bis fellows reputed as sage. 

Who looks happy, and therefore who must have been wise, 

Suppose I with caution reveal to his eyes * 

Some few of the reasons which make me believe 
That I neither am happy nor wise ? ’t would relieve 
And enlighten, iierchance, my own darkness and doubt.” 

For which j)ur})ose a feeler he softly put out. 

It was snapp’d up at once 

“What is truth?” jesting Pilate 
Ask’d, and pass’d from the question at once witli a smile at 
Its utter futility Had he address’d it 
To liidley MacN<ib, he at least had confess’d it 
Admitted discussion ' and certainly no mnn ' 

Oould more promptly have answer’d the sceptical Roman 
Tl»au Ridley. Hear some street astronomer talk ! 

Grant him two or three hearers, a morsel of chalk. 

And forthwith on the pavement he ’ll sketch you the scheme 
Of the heavens Then hear him enlarge on his theme I 






OAKTO VL 


LUCILE, 


159 


Not afraid of La Place, nor of Arago, he! 

He '11 prove you the whole plan in plain ABC. 

Here’s your sun — call him a; b’s the moon; it is clear 
How the rest of the alpliabet brings up the rear 
Of the planets. Now ask Arago, usk La Place, 

(Your sages; who speak with the heavens face to face!) 
Their science in plain A li o to accord 
To your point-blank inquiry, my frieuds! not a word 
Will you get for your pains from tlieir sad lips. Alas! 
Not a drop from the bottle that’s quite full will pass. 

’T is the half-eulpty vessel that freest emits 

The wate/ that ’s in it. ’T w thus with men’s wits ; 

Or at least with their knowledge. A man’s capability 
Of imparting to others a truth with facility 
Is proportion’d forever with painful exactness 
To the portable nature, the vulgar com]>actnes8. 

The minuteness in size, or the lightness iii weight 



Of the truth he imparts So small coins circulate 
More freely than laigo ones A beggar asks alms, 

And we fling him a sixpence, nor feel any qualms; 

But if every street cliarity shook an investment, 

Or each beggar to clothe we must strip off a vestment, 
The length of the process would limit the act; 

And therefore the truth that ’s summ’d up in a tract 
Is most lightly dispensed. 

As for Alfred, indeed. 

On what spoonfuls of truth he was suffer’d to feed 
By Sir Bidley, I know not This only 1 know, 

That the two men thus talking continued to go 
Onward somehow, together— on into the night— 

The midnight — in which they escape from our sight 
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Anri meanwhile a world had been changed in its place, 

And those glittering thains that o’er blue balmy space 
TTiin ^ the blessing of darkness, had drawn out of sight. 

To solace unseen heniisiiheres, the soft night; * 

And the dew of tlie dayspiing benignly descended, 

And the fair morn to all things new sanction extended, 

In the smile of the East And the lark soaring on. 

Lost in light, shook the dawn with a song from the sun. 

And the world laugh’d. 

It wanted but two rosy hours 

From the noon, when they pass’d through the thick passion flowers 
Of the little wild garden that dimpled before 
The small house where their carriage now stopp’d, at.Bigorre. 
And more fair than the flowers. 



Alfred Vargrave perceived, where he paused, his betrothed. 


Matilda spiang to him, at once, with a face 


Of such sunny sweetness, such gladness, such grace, 


And radiant cwjfidcnce, childlike delight, 

That his whole h«.irt upbraided itself at that sight. 

Aad he murmur’d, or sigh’d, ”0, how could I have stray’d 
From this sweet child, or sufl'er’d in aught to invade 
Her young claim on my life, though it wpre for an hour, 
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The thought of another?” 

“Look up, mj sweet flower!" 

He whisper’d her softly, “my heart unto thee 
Is return’d, as returns to the rose the wild bee!” 

“And will wander no more?” laugh’d Matilda. 

“No more,” 

He repeated. And, low to himself, “ Yes, ’t is o’er I 
My course, loo, is decided, Lucilu! Was I blind 
To have dreara’d that these clever Frenchwomen of mind 
Could satisfy simply a plain English heart. 

Or sympathize with it i ” 

XXIV. 

And here the first part 

Of this (L’ama is over. The curtain falls furl’d 
On the actors within it — the Heart, and the World. 

Woo’d and wooer have play’d with the riddle of life, — 

Have they solved it? 

Appear! answer, Husband and Wife! 

« 

XXV. 

Yet, ere bidding farewell to LucUe de Nevers, 

Hear her own heart’s farewell in this letter of hers. 

THE COMTBSSE DE NEVEBS TO A FRIEND IN INDIA. 

“Once more, 0 my friend, to your arms and your heart. 

And the places of old . . . never, never to part! 

Once more to the palm, and the fountain ! Once more 
To the land of my birth, and the deep skies of yore! 

From the cities of Europe, pursued by the fret 
Of their turmoil wherever my footsteps are;if,set; 

From the children that cry for the birth, and behold. 

There is no strength to bear them— old Time is so old. 

Frmii thn world’s weary masters, that come tipon earth 

11 
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Sapp'd and mined by the fever they bear frQiu their birth; 
Fran) the men of small etature, mere parts of a crowd 
Bom too kte, when tlie strength of the world hath been bow’d , 
Back, — back to the orient, fiom whose sunbnght womb 
Sprang the giants wliitli now aie no more, in the bloom 
And the beauty of times that are faded forever t ' 

To the palms* to the tombs* to the still Sacred Biverl 
Wheie I too, the chdd ot a day that is done. 

First leapt into life, and look’d up at the sun 
Back again, baik agam, to the hill-tops of home 
I come, 0 my friend, my consoler, I come* 

Aie the three intense stais, that we watch’d night by night 
Burning’ broad on the band ot Onon, as bright* , 

Are the largo Indian moons as serene as of old. 

When, as children, we gather’d the moonbeams for gold * 
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Do you yet recollect me, my friend? Do you still 
Bemember the free games wo play’d on the hill, 

’Mid those huge stones up-heap’d, where we recklessly trod 
O’er the old ruiu’d fane of the old ruin’d god ? 

How he frown’d while aruimd him we carelessly play’d! 
That frown bn my life ever after hath stay’d, 

Like the shade of a solemn experience upcast 

From some vague supernatural grief in the past 

For the poor god, in imin, more than anger, ho frown’d. 

To perceive that our youth, though so fleeting, had found. 
In its transient and ignorant gladness, the bliss 
Which his science divine se<im’d divinely to miss. 

41 ns! you may haply remember me yet 

The free child, whose glad cliildhood myself I forget 

L come — a sad woman, defrauded of rest: 

I bear to you only a lalmring breast: 

My heart is .a storm-beaten ark, wildly hurl’d 

O’er the whirlpools of tilde, with the wrecks of a world. 



The dove £rom my bosom liath flown far away: . 

It is flown, and returns not, though many a day 
Have I watch’d from the windows of life foi; its coming. 
Fiiend, I sigh lot repose, I am weary of roaming. 

I know not what Ararat rises for me 

Far awuy, o’er the waves of the wandering sea.: 
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I know not what rainbow may yet, from for hills, 

Lift the promise of hope, the cessation of ills : 

But a voice, like the voice of my youth, in my breast 
Wakes and whispers me on — to the East! to the East! 

Shall 1 find the cluld’s heart that 1 left there ? or find 
The lost youth I recall with its pure peace of mind ? 

Alas ! who shall number the drops of the rain ? 

Or give to the dead leaves their greenness again ? 

Who shall seal up the caverns the earthquake hath rent? 
Who shall bring forth the winds that within them are pent? 
To a voice who shall render an image? or who 
From the heats of the noontide shall gather the dew? 

I have burn’d out within me the fuel of life. 

Wherefore lingers the flame* Best is sweet after strife. 

1 would sleep for a while. I am weary. 

“My friend, 

I had meant in these lines to regatlier, and send. 

To our old home, my life’s scatter’d links. But ’tis vain 
Each attempt seems to shatter the chaplet again; 

Only tit now for fingers like mine to run o’er, 

Who return, a recluse, to those cloisters of yore 
Whence too far I have wander’d. 

“How many long years 

Does it seem to me now since the quick, scorching tears, 
While I wrote to you, splash’d out a girl’s premature 
Moans of pain at what women in silence endure ! 

To your eyes, friend of mine, and to your eyes alond, 

That now long>faded page of my life hath been shown 
Which recorded my lieart’s birth, and death, as you know, 
Many*years since, —how many! 

“A few months ago 

li seem'd reading it backward, that page ! Why explain 
Whence or how? The old dream of my life rose again. 
Thn;old supctttition' the idol of old! 

It M The trodden down id* the mould 
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Is not to the forest more lost than to me 
That emotion. 1 bury it here by the sea 
Which -will bear me anon far away from the shore 
Of a land which my footsteps shall visit no more. 

And a heart's rtqimie<xt I write on that grave. 

Hark ! the high of the wind, and the sound of the wave, 



Seem like voiceh of spirits that whisper me home! 

I come, 0 you whispering voices, I come! 

My friend, ask me nothing. 

, “Receive me alone 

As a Santon receives to his dwelling of stone 
Li silence some pilgrim the midnight may bring; 

It may be an angel that, weary of wing. 

Hath paused in his flight from some city of doom. 

Or only a wayfarer stray’d in the gloom. , 

This only I know: that in Europe at least 
Lives the craft or the power that must master our East. 
Wherefore strive where the gods must themselves yield at last? 
Both they and their altars pass by with the past. ^ 

The gods of the household Time thrusts from the shelf ; 
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And I seem as unieal and weird to myself 
As those idols of old. 

“Other tunes, other men, 

Other men, other passions! 

“So be it! yet again 
I turn to my birthplace, the birtliplace of mom, * 

And the light of those lauds where the great sun is bom! 
Spread your anns, O my friend! on your breast let me feel 
The repose which hath fled from my own. 

“Your Lucile.” 
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Hail, Muse! But each > Muse by this time lias, I know, 
Been used up, and Apollo has bent his own bow 
All too long; so I leave unassaulted the portal 
Of Olympus, and only invoke here a mortal. 

Hail, Murray! — not Lmdley, — but Murray and Son. 
Hail, omniscient, beneficent, great Two-in-One! 

In Albemarle Street may thy temple long stand! 

Long enlighten’d and led by thine erudite hand. 

May each novice in science nomadic unravel 
Statistical mazes of modernized travel ! 

May each inn-keeping knave long thy judgments revere. 
And the postboys of Europe regard thee with fear; 
While they feel, in the silence of baffled extortion, 

That knowledge is power ! Xiong, long, like that portion 
Of the "national soil which the Greek exile took 
In his bag^ge wherever he went, may thy book 
Cheor each poor British pilgrim, who trusts to Uiy wit 
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Not to pay tltrough hw nose just for following itj 
May’st thou long, 0 instructor' preside o’er his wsy, 

And teach him alike what to praise and to pay! 

Thee, pursuing this pathway ot song, once again 
I invoke, lest, uuskiU’d, I should wander m vain 
To my call be propitious, noi, churlish, refuse 
Thy great accents to lend to the hps of my Muse, 

For I smg of the Naiads who dwell ’mid the stems 
Of the green linden-trees by the waters of Ems 
Yes' thy spirit descends upon mme, O John Murray' 

And I start — with thy book — for the Baths m a hurry 

' II 

“At Coblent/ a budge of boats crosses the Bhiue, 

And from thence the road, winding by EhrenbreitStem, 
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Faases over the frontier of Kaseau. 

(“N B. 

No custom-house here since the Zollvereiu ” See 
Murray, paragraph 30 ) 

“Tlie loute, at cdcli turn, 

Here the l&ver of nature allows to discern. 

In varying prospect, a nch wooded dale 
The vine and dcacid-trce mostly prevail 
In the foliage obscivable here, and, moieovei, 

The soil IS caiboiiic The load, un^er covei 

Of the giape-cldd and mountainous upland tliat hems 

Bound this beautiful spot, bnngs the tiuveller to — 

“EMS 

A Schnellpost from Frankfort anives every d<iy 
At the Kurhaus (the old Ducal mansion) you pay 
Eight floiius foi lodgmgs A Bcstaniatcur 
Is attach’d.to the place, but most travelleis prefer 
(Including, indeed, many peisons ot note) . 

To dine at the usual-piiced table d’hOte 

Through the town nms the Lahn, the steep gieen banks of which 
Two rows of white picturesque houses enrich , 

And between the high road and the nver is laid 
Out ‘a sort of a garden, call’d ‘Thl I’romenade' 

Female visitors here, who may make up their mmd 
To ascend to the top of these mountams, will find 
On the banks of the stream, saddled all the day long. 

Troops of donkeys — sure footed — proverbially strong”; 
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And the tiBvcIler at Ems may remark, as he passes, 

Here, as elsewhere, the women run after the asses. 

nr. 

’Mid the world’s weary denizens bound for these springs 
In the month when the merle on the maple-bough sings, 
Pursued to the j)lace from dissimilar paths 
By a similar .sickness, there came to the baths 
Four sufferers — each stricken deep through the heart. 

Or the head, by the selfsame invisible dart’ 

Of the arrow that flieth nulieurd in the noon. 

From the sickness that wolketh unseen in the moon. 

Through 'this great lazaretto of life, wherein each , 

Infects with his own sores the next within reach. 

First of these were a young English husband and wife. 

Grown weaiy ere half through the journey of life. 

O Nature, say wliere, thou gray mother of earth,, 

• Is the strength of thy youth ? that thy womb brings to birth 
Only old men to-day ! On 'the winds, as of old, ^ 

'Thy voice in its accent is joyous and liold; 

Thy forests are green as of yore; and thme oceans 
Yet move in the might of their ancient emotions: 

But man — thy last birth and thy best — is no more 
Life’s free lord, that look’d up to the starlight of yore. 

With the iaith on the brow, and the fire in the eyes. 

The firm foot on the earth, the high heart in the skies ; 

But a gray-headed infant, defrauded of youth. 

Bom too late or too early. 

* The lady, in truth, 

Was young, fair, and gentle; and never was given 
To Koote heavenly eyes the pure azure of heaven. 

Nov>er yet did the sun touch to ripples of gold 
Trusses brighter than those which her soft hand enroll’d 
From her nohW and innocent brow, when she rose, 

An Aurora, at dawn, from her balmyt repose, 
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And into the mirror the bloom and the blush 
Of her beauty broke, glowing; like light in a gush 
From the sunrise in summer. 

' Love, roaming, shall meet 
But rarely a nature more sound or more sweet — 

Eyes brighter — brows whiter — a figure more fair — 

Or lovelier length of more radiant hair — 

Than thine. Lady Alfred! And here. I aver 
(May those that have seen thee declare if 1 err) 

That nut all tlie oysters in Britain contain 



A pearl pure as thou art. 

, Let some one explain, — 

Who may know more than I of the intimate life 
Of the pearl with the oyster, — why yet in his wife, 

In despite of her beauty — and most when he felt 
His soul to the sense of her loveliness melt — 

Lord Alfred miss’d something he sought for: indeed. 

The more that he miss’d it the greater the need; 

Till it seem’d to himself he could willingly spare 

All the charms that he found for the one charm not there. 


For the blessings life lends us, it strictly demands 
The worth of their full usufruct at our hands. 

And the value of all things exists, not indeed 
In thenkselves, but man’s use of them, feeding man’s need. 
Alfred Yargrave, in wedding with beauty and youth. 

Had embjraced both Ambition and Wealth. Yet in truth ' 
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tTnfulfiU'cU tlie ambition, and sterile the wealth 
(In a life paralyzed by a moral ill-health), 

Had remain’d, while the beauty and youth, unredeem’d 
i'rom a vague disappointment at all things, but seem’d 
Day by day to reproach him in silencje for all 
That lost youtli in himself they had fail'd to recall 
No career had he follow’d, no object obtain'd 
In the world by thos(' worldly advantages gain’d 
From nuptials beyond which once seem’d to appear, 
lit by love, the broad path of a brilliant career. 

All that glitter’d and gh^am’d through the moonlight of youth 
With a glory so fair, now that manhood in truth 
Grasp'd and gather’d it, seem'd like that false fairy gold 
Which leaves in the hand only moss, leaves, and mould! 


V. 

Fairy gold T moss and leaves ! and the young Fairy. Bride ? 
Lived there yot fairy-lands in the face at his side? 

Say, 0 friend, if at evening thou ever hast watch'd 
Some pale and impalpable vapor, detach'd 
From the dim and disconsolate earth, rise and fall 
O’er the light of a sweet serene star, until all 
The chill’d splendor reluctantly waned in the deep 
Of its own native heaven? Even so seem’d to 
O’er that fair and ethereal face, day by day, 

While the radiant vermeil, subsiding away, 

Hid its light in the heart, the faint gradual veil 
' Of a sadness unconscious. . 

* The lady grew pale % ^ 

Am sileot her lord grew : and both, as they eyed Wu 
Each tho other askance, turn’d, and secretly sigh’d,*^ 
iU), wiaa friend, what avails all experience can giVfSmr 
TtWit we kpow what life is— but, alas I do we 
!l!lie grammar of life we have gotten by heart, 

But life’s »i*lf wft have made a dead language— an mrt, 
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Not a voice. Could we speak it, but once, as 't waa spoken 
When the silence of passion the first time was broken 1 
Cuvier knew the world better than Adam, no doubt: 

But the last man, at best, was but leumM about 
Wliat the first, without learning en^oifd. What art thou 
To the man of to-day, O Leviathan, now? 

A science. What wert thou to him that from ocean 
First beheld thee appear? A surprise, — an emotion !> 

When hfe leaps in the veins, when it heats in the heart. 
When it thrills as it fills every animate iwrt. 

Where lurks it* how works it* ... we scarcely detect it. 
But hfe goes ; the heart dies : haste, O leech, and dissect it I 
This accursed sesthctical, ethical age 
Hath so finger’d life’s hornbook, so hlurr’d every ])age. 

That thtf old glad romance, the gay chivalrous story 
With its fables of faery, its legends of glory. 

Is turn’d to a tedious instruction, not new 
To the children that read it uisipidly through. 

We^know too much of Love ere we love. We can trace 
Nothing new, unexpected, or strange in his face 
When we see it at last. ’T is the same little Cupid, 

With the same dimpled cheek, and the 8inil(‘ almost stupid, 
We have seen in our pictures, and stuck on our shelves. 
And c(|^dM a hundred times over ourselves. 

And Kherever we turn, and wliatever we do, 

Still.«hat horrible sense of the d^jA amnu ! 

f 

|f VI. 

Perdjmoe % was the fault of the life that they*led ; 
Perc«|B«>i'*fc was the fault of the novels they read; 
Perchflm ’t was a fault in themselves ; I am bound Aot 
To sa^^^tiis I know — that these two creatures found not 
In eactf some sign they expected to find 
Of a something unnamed in the heart or the mind ; 

And, missing it, each felt a right to complain 
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Of a sadness which each found no word to explain. 
Whatever it was, the world noticed not it 
In the light-hearted beauty, the light-hearted wit. 

Still, as once with the actors in Greece, *t is the case, 

Each must speak to the crown with a mask on his faca 
Praise follow'd Matilda wherever * 

she went. 

She was flatter’d. Can flattery 
purchase Content? 

Yes. While to its voice, for a 
moment, slie listen'd, 

The young check still bloom’d, and 
the soft eyes still glisten'd; 

And her lord, when, like one 
of those light vivid things 
That glide down the gauzes of summer with wings 
Of rapturous radiance, unconscious she moved » 

Through that buzz of inferior creatures, which proved 
Her beauty, their envy, one moment forgot 
Mid the many chaiins theie, the one charm that was not: 
And when o'er her beauty enraptured he bow'd, 

(As they turn'd to each other, each flush'd from the crowd,) 
And murmur d those praises which yet seem'd more dear 
Tlian the praises of others had grown to her ear. 

She, too, ceased awhile her own fate to regret: 

"YesI . . . he loves me,” she sigh'd; "this is love, then— 
and \fd — !” 



iTII. 

Ah, tliat \jii f fatal woid ! 't is the moral of all 

Thought and felt, seen or done, in this world since thfe Fall I 

It ’ilnndft at the end of each sentence we learn; 

It fli($ in the of all we discern ; 

It lea^B us, for**vet and ever, away 
To find in Ummcw what flies with t<Way. 
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T was this same little fatal and mystical word 
That now, like a mirage, led my lady and lord 
To the waters of Ems from the waters of Marah; 
Drooping pilgrims in Fashion’s blank, arid Sahara. 











vin. 

|At the same time, pursued by a spell much the same, 

To these waters two other worn pilgrims there came: 

One a man, one a woman: just now, at the latter, 

As the Reader I mean by and by to look at her 
And judge for himself, I will not even glance. 

IX. 

^ Of the 8elf-orown*d young kings of the Fashion in France 
^WTiOSiS respbpdent regalia so dazzled the sight, 
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Whose horse was so perfect, whose boots were so bright, 

Who so hailed in the salon, so marked in the Bois, 

Who so welcomed by all, as Eugtee de Lnvois? 

Of all the smooth-brow’d premature debauchees 
In that town of all towns, where Debauchery sees 
On tlie forehead of youth her mark everywhere gtaven, — 

In Paris I mean, — where the streets are all paven 
By those two fiends whom Miltou saw bridging the way 
From Hell to this planet, — who, haughty and gay. 

The free rebel of life, bound or led by no law. 

Walk’d that causeway as bold as Eugene de Luvois? 

Y«js 1 he march’d through the great masquerade, loud of tongue. 
Bold of brow : but the motley he mask’d in, it hung 
So loose, trail’d so wide, and appear’d to imiK’de 
So strangely at times the vex’d effort at speed, «* 

Tliat a keen eye might guess it was made — not for him. 

But some brawler more stalwart of stature and lupb. 

That it irk’d him, in truth, you at times could divine. 

For when low was the music, and spilt was the wine. 

He would clutch at the garment, as though it oppress’d 
And stifled some impulse that choked in his breast 


X. 

Whnt ! ho, . . . the light sport of his frivolous ease ! 
Was he, too, a prey to a mortal disease? 

My friend, hear a jtarable: ponder it well: 
for a moral there is in the tale that I toll. 

, One evening f sat in the Palais Eoyal, 

And there, while I laugh’d at Grassot and Amal, 

My eye fell on the face of a man at my side; 

Eveiy time that he laugh’d I observed that he sigh’d, 
As though vex’d to bo pleased. T remark’d that he sat 
Bl at ease on his seat, and kept twirling his hat 
his hand, with a look of unquiet abstraction. 

1 inqnited the osnse of his dissatisfdtc^oqt. 

1 
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“ Sir " h* said, “ if wljat vexes me here you would know, 
Leam that, passing this way some few half-hours ago, 

I walk’d into the Fran^ais, to look at Bachel. 

(Sir, that woman in Phidre is a miracle!) — Well, 

J ask’d for a box: they were occupied all: 

For a seat jn the balcony : all taken ! a stall : 

Taken too: the whole house was as fuU as could be, — 
liTot a hole for a rat! I had just time to see 
The lady I love tite-dAite with a fnend 
In a box out of reach at the opposite end: 

Then the crovrd push’d me out. What was left me to do? 
I tried for the tragedy . . . que vmtlea-vous? 

Every place for the tragedy book’d! . . vion aim, 

TThe &rce was close by: ... at the farce me win! 

The piece^ is a new one : and Grassot plays well : 

There is drollery, too, in that fellow Itavel: 

And Hyacinth’s nose ;s superb ! . . . yet I meant 
My evening elsewhere, and not thus, to have spent. 

Fate orders these thmgs by her will, not by ours! 

Sir, Inankind is the sport of invisible powers.” 

I once met the Due de Luvois for a moment; 

And I mark’d, when his features I fix’d in my comment. 
O’er those features the same vague disquietude stray 
I had seen on the face of my fnend at the play; 

And I thought that he too, very probably, spent 
His evenings not wholly as first he had meant. 


XI. 

0 source of the holiest joys we inherit, 

0 Sorrow, thou solemn, invisible spirit ! 

HI foxes it with man when, through life’s desert sand. 
Grown impatient too soon for the long promised land 
He turns from the worship of thee, as thou art, 

4a expressksB and imageless truth in the heart, 

» 
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And takeB (rf the jewels of Egypt, the pelf 

the gold of the Godless, to make to himself 
A gaudy, idolatrous image of thee, 

Atiii t tif i f i Ijows to the sound of the cymbal the knee. 

The sorrows we make to ourselves are false gods; 

the prophets of Baal, our bosoms with rods • 

We may smite, we may gash at our hearts till they bleed, 
But those idols are blind, deaf, and dumb to our need. 

The land is athirst, and cries out ! ... ’t is in vam ; 

The great blessmg of Heaven descends not in ram. 


XII. 


It was night; and the lamps were beginning to gleam 
Through the long Imden-trees, folded each in his dream. 
From that building which looks like a temple . . . and is 
The Temple of — Health* Nay, but enter I I wis , 

That never the rosy-hued deity knew 
One votary out of that sallow-cheek’d crew 
Of Courlandeis, Wallacs, Greeks, affable Russians, 

Explosive Parisians, potato-faced Prussians ; 

Jews — Hamburghers chiefly; — pure patriots, — Suabians ; -x- 
"Cappadocians and Elamites, Cretes and Arabians, n 

And the dwellers m Pontus” , . . My muse will not weary 
Mbre lines with the hst of them . . . cm frm/mni 
^What is it they murmur, and mutter, and hum? 

Into what Pandemonium is Pentecost come* 

Oh, what is the name of the god at whose feme , 

Every nation is nuVd in so motley a train? 

What weird Kabala lies on those tables outspread? 


To "Ohat oiaele turns with 
iMnnthin each head? 
hol^ these pale worshippers 


^ j devout, 


hierophants 
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Here passes, repasses, and flits to and fro, 

And rolls without ceasing the great Yes and No: 

Bound this altar alternate the weird Passions dance. 

And the worshipp’d here is the old God of Chance. 
Through the wide-open doors of the distant saloon 
Flute, hautboy, and fiddle are squeakuig in tune; 

And an mdistinct music forever is roll’d. 

That mixes and chimes with the chink of the gold. 
From a vision, 'that flits in a luminous haze. 

Of figures forever eluding the gaze; 




180 


LUCJLK 


n. 


It fh^ta through the doorway, it gleams on the glass, ^ 
And* the weird words pursue it — Hottge, Impair, , * 

Like a sound borne in sleep through such dreams as encumber 
With haggard emotions the wild wicked slumber 
Of some witch when she seeks, through a nightmare to grab at 
The hot hoof of the fiend, on her way to the Salibat. 

XIV. 

The Due de Luvois and Lord Alfred had met 
Some few evenings ago (for the season as yet 
Was but young) in this selfsame Pavilion of Chance. 

The idler from England, the idler from France 

Shook hands, each, of course, with much cordial pleasure: 

An acquaintance at Ems is to most men a treasure. 

And they both were too well-bred in aught to betr4y 
One discourteous remembrance of things pass’d away. 

’T was a sight that was pleasant, indeed, to be seen. 

These friends exchange greetings; — the men who had been 
Foes so nearly in days tliat were past. 

This, no doubt. 

Is why, on the night I am speaking about. 

My Lord Alfred sat down by himself at roulette, 

Without one suspicion his bosom to fret, 

Althqugli he had left, with his pleasant French friend, 

Matilda, half vex’d, at the room’s farthest end. 


XV. 

Lord Alfred his combat with Fortune b^n 
With a few modest thalers — away they all ran — 
The reserve follow’d fast in the rear. As his purse 
Cmv lighter his spirits grew sensibly worse. 

Otifi needs not a Bacon to find a cause for it: 

*T is an old law in physics — Natwra, ahhorret 

my lord, as he watch'd his last crov^ 
Tum4)3^ the bank, tam’d ainmf with a firown 
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Which the browB of Napolewi himself might have deck’d 
On that day of all days when an empire was wreck’d 
On thy plam, Waterloo, and he witness’d tlm last 
Of his favorite Guard cot to pieces, aghast! 

Just then Alfred felt, he could scarcely tell why. 

Within hud the sudden strange sense that some eye 
Had long been mtently regarding him there, — 

That some gaze was upon him too searching to bear. 

He rose and look’d up. Was it fact? Was it fable? 

Was it dream ? Was it waking ? Across the green table, 
That face, with its features so fatally known — 

Those eyes, whose deep gaze answer’d strangely his own — 
,What was it* Some ghost from its grave come again* 
Some cheat of a feverish, fanciful brain* 

Or was it herself — with those deep eyes of hers. 

And that face uuforgotten* — Lucilc de Nevers! 


XVI. 

Ah,*‘^well that pale woman a phantom might seem. 

Who appear’d to herself but the dream of a dream 1 
’Heath those features so calm, tliat fair forehead so hush'd. 
That pale cheek forever by passion unflush’d. 

There yawn’d an insatiate void, and there heaved 
A tumult of restless regrets unrelieved. 

The brief noon of beauty was passing away. 

And the chiU of the twilight fell, silent and gray. 

O’er that deep, self-perceived isolation of souL 
And now, as all round her the dim evening stole. 

With its weird desolations, she inwardly grieved 
'For the want of that tender assurance received 
From the warmth of a whisper, the glance of on eye. 
Which should say, or should look, "Fear thou naught , — I 
am by ! " 

And this, through that lonely and self-fix’d existence, 

Crept a vague sehse of silence, and horror and distance: 
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A stSMixg& sort of faint-footed fear,— like a nunise 
That comes out, when 't is dark, m some old ducal house 
Long deserted, where no one the creature can scare. 

And the forms on the arras are all that move there. 

In Rome,— in the Forum, — there open’d one night 
A gulf All the augurs turn’d pale at the sight 
In this omen the anger of Heaven they read 
Men consulted the gods then the oracle said — 

" Ever open this gulf shall endure, till at last 
That which Rome hath most precious within it be cast” 

The Romans threw m it their corn and their stuff. 

But the gulf yawn’d as wide 
Romo seem’d likely enough 
To be rum’d ere this rent in hei 
heart she could choke 

j Then^C'*^^’^^> levermg the oracle, spoke 

" O Qumtes ' to this Heaven’s question is come • 

What to Rome is must precious^ The manhood of Romq,^ 
He plunged, and the gulf closed 

The tale is not new; 

But the moral apphes many ways, and is true 
How, for hearts rent m twam, shall the curse be destroy’d? 
•T 18 i warm human life that must fill up the void. 
Thorough many a heart rims the ifent in (he fable, 

But who to discover a Curtius is able? 

XVII 

Bhek the came from her long hiding-place, at the sonrdd 
0? the sunrise, where, fair m their fabulous coume, 

BlilA the xiveie of Eden an exile again, 

mtms of Europe— the scenes, and tihe men, 

<ll) ^ ?ih« life, and the ways, she hi4 l*ft: still o^presiifd 
the same ^tr;>gry heart, and nnnsaoeable hteertf 

^ iiMt% rt Ihit irtme thrtgs l |h4Wld. aha had qittMi 

1 * ^ 
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Witih a sigh, witii a sigh she reHsatet’d. Soon flitted 
Through the salons and clubs, to the great satisfaction 
Of Pans, the news of a novd attraction. 

The enchanting Lucile, the gay Countess, once more 
To her old friend, the World, had reopen’d her door, 

The World ‘came, and shook hands, and was pleased and amused 
With what the World then went away and abused 
From the woman’s fair fame it m naught could detract: 

’Twas the woman’s free gemus it vex’d and attack’d 
With a sneer at her freedom of action and speech 
But its light chreless cavils, m truth, could not reach 
The lone heart thev aim’d at Her tears fell beyond 
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The world’s limit, to foel that the world could respond 
To that heart’s deepest, muermost yeaxoing, in naught. 

*T was no longer this earth’s idle inmates she sought : 

The wit of the woman sufficed to engage 

In the woman’s gay court the first men of the age. 

Some had genius ; and all, wealth of mind to conf^ 

On the world : but that lifrealth was not lavish’d for her. 

For the genius of man, though so human indeed. 

When call’d out to man’s help by some great human need, 
Tlie right to a man’s chance acquaintance refuses 
To use what it hoards for mankind’s nobler uses. 

Genius touches the world at but one point alone 
Of that spacious circumference, never quite known 
To the world: all the infinite number of lines 
That radiate thither a mere point combines. 

But one only, — some central affection apart 

From the reach of the world, in which Genius is .Heart, 

And love, life’s fine centie, mcludes heart and mind. 

And therefore it was tlint Lucile sigh’d to find 
Men of genius appear, one and all in her ken. 

When they stoop’d themselves to it, as mere clever men; 
Artists, statesmen, and they in whose works are unfurl’d 
Worlds new-fashion’d for man, as mere men of the world. 

And so, as alone now she stood, in the sight 
Of the sunset of youth, with her face from the ‘light. 

And watch’d her own shadow grow long at her feet. 

As though stretch’d out, the sliade of some other to meet, 

The woman felt homeless and childless : in scorn 
She seem’d mock’d by the voices of children unborn; 

And when from these sombre reflections away 

She turn’d, with a sigh, to that gay world, more gay 

For her inesence within it, she knew hers^ friendltas; 

her pith led from peace, and that path appear’d endlMSl 
That even her beauty had been but a snare, 

4ta4 her eharlien'd only the ol» despair; 
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With a face all transfigured and flush’d by surprise, 

Alfred turn’d to Lucile. With those deep searching eyes 
She look’d into his own. Not a word that she said, 

Not a look, not a blush, one emotion betray'd. 

She seem’d to smile through him, at somethmg beyond : 

When she answer’d his questions, she seem’d to respond 
To some voice m herself With no trouble descried, 

To each troubled inquiry she cahnly replied. 

Not so he At the sight of that face back again 
*To his mind came the ghost of a loug>stiflcd pain, 

A remember’d resentment, half check’d by a wild 
And relentful regret like a motherless child 
Softly seeking admittance, with plaintive appeal. 

To the heiert which resisted its entrance. 

Lucile 

And himself thus, however, with freedom allow’d 
To old friends, talkmg still side by side, left the crowd 
By the crowd unobserved. Not unnoticed, however. 

By the Duke and Matilda. Matilda had never 
Seen her husband’s new friend. 

. She had follow’d by chance, 

Or by instinct, the sudden half-menacing glance 
Which the Duke, when he witness’d their meeting, had turn’d 
On Lucile and Lord Alfred; and, scared, she discern’d 
On his feature the shade of a gloom so profound 
That she shudder’d instinctively. Deaf to the sound 
Of her voice, to some startled inquiry of hers 
He replied not, but murmur’d, “Lucile de Nevers 
'Once t^ain then? so be it!” In the mind of that man. 

At that moment, there shaped itself vaguely the plan 
Of a purpose malignant and dark, such alone 
(!?o his own secret heart but imperfectly efliown) 
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As could spring from the cloudy, fierce chaos of thought 
By which all his nature to tumult was wrought. 

XIX. 

“ So ! he thought, they meet thus : and reweave the old charm ! 
And she hangs on his voice, and she leans on his' arm, 

And she heeds me not, seeks me not,, recks not of me ! * 

Oh, what if T showed her that, I, too, can be 

Loved by one — her own rival — more fair and more young?” 

The serpent rose in him: a serpent which, stung, 

Sought to sting. 



Each unconscious, indeed, of the eye 


Eix’d u])on them, Lucile and my lord saunter’d by, 

In converse wlucli seem’d to be earnest. A smile 
Now and then seem’d to show where their thoughts touch’d. 
Meanwhile 

The muse of this story, convinced that they need her. 

To the Duke and Matilda returns, gentle Header. 


XX. 

The Duke, with that sort of aggressive false pmise 
Which is meant a resentful remonstrance to raise 
From a listener sometimes a judge, just before 
He pulls d(mn the black cap, very gently goes o’er 
The ease the prisoner, and deals tenderly 
With the man hi* is minded to liang by and by), 
Had referr'd to Lucile, and then stopped to detect 
In the face of Matilda the growing 6ffeet 
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Of the woids he had dropp’d. There 's no weapon that slays 
Its victim so surely (if well aim’d) os praise. 

Thus, a pause on their converse had fallen: and now 
Each was sUeut, preoccupied, thoughtful 

You know 

There are moments when silence, prolong’d and unbroken, 
More expressive may be than all words ever spoken. 

It is when the heart lias an instinct of what 
In the heart of another is passing. And that 
In the heart of Matilda, wliat was it? Whence came 
To her cheek on a sudden that tremulous flame? 

What weighed down her head ? 

.All your eye could discover 
Was the fact tliat Matilda was troubled. Moreover 
That troflble the Duke’s presence setuu’d to renew. 

She, however, broke silence, the first of the two. 

The Duke*was too prudent to shatter the spell 

Of a silence which suited his parjiuse so well 

She, was plucking the leave.s from a pale blush rose blossom 

Wliich had fall’n from the mwegay she wore in her bosom. 

“This poor flower,” .she said, “seems it not out of place 

In this hot, laniplit air, with its fresh, fragile grace?” 

She bent her head low as .she spoke. With a smile 
The Duke watch’d her caressing the leaves all this while. 

And continued on his .side the silence. He knew 
This would force his companion their talk to renew 
At the point that he wish’d; and Matilda divined 
The significant pause with new trouble of mind. 

She lifted one moment her head; hut her look 
Encounter’d the ardent regard of the Duke, 

And dropp’d back on her floweret abash’d. Then, still seeking 
The assurance she fended she show’d him by speaking. 

She conceived herself safe in adopting again 
The theme she should most have avoided just then. 
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“Duke,” she said, . . . and she felt, as she spoke, her cheek hum’d, 
“You know, then, this . . . lady?” 

“Too well!” he return’d. 

t 


MATILDA. 

True; yon drew with emotion her portrait just now. 


With emotion ? 


LUVOIS. 


MATILDA. 

if 

Yes, yes! you described her, I know. 

As possess’d of a cliarm all unrivall’d. 

LUVOIS. 

Alas! 

You mistook me completely! Yon, madam, surpass 

This lady as moonlight does lamplight; as youth 

Surpasses its best imitations; as truth 

The fairest of falscho(xl.s sur^msses; as nature 

Surpasses art’s masterpiece; ay, as the creature 

Fresh and pure in its native adornment surpasses 

All the charms got by heart at the world's looking-glasses! 

“Yet you said,” — she continued with some trepidation, 
“That you ijuite comprehended” ... a slight hesitation 
Shi>ok the sentence, ... “a passion so strong as” . . . 

LUVOIS. 


But not in a<tnan that had once look’d at you. 


• True, truel 



CANTO I. 


LUCILE. 


189 


Nor can 1 conceive, or excuse, or , . , 

“Hush, hush!” 

She broke in, all more fair for one innocmit blush. 

“Between man ami woman these things diller so! 

It may be that the world ‘pardons . . . (how should I know’) 
In you wliftt it visits on us ; or ’t is true. 

It may be, that we women are better than you.” 

LUVOIS. 

Who denies it? Yet, madam, once more you mistake. 

The world, in its judgment, some difference may make 
Twixt the man and tlic woman, so far as respects 
.Its social enactments; but not as aflects 
The one sentiment whicli, it were easy to prove, 

. Is the sde law we look to tlie moment wo love. 

MATILDA. 

• 

That may be. Yet I think I should be less severe. 

Although so inexperienced in sucli things, I fear 
I have leam’d that the heart cannot alway.4 repress 
Or account for the feelings which sway it. 

• “Yes! yes! 

That is too true, indeed!” . . . tlie Duke sigh’d. 

And again 

For one moment in silence continued the twain. 

XXII. 

At length the Duke slowly, as though he had needed 
All this time to repress his emotions, proceeded: 

“ And yet ! . . . what avails, then, to woman the gift 

Of a beauty like yours, if it cannot uplift 

Her heart from the reach of one doubt, one dea])air. 

One pang of wrong’d love, to which women less fair 
Are exposed, when they love?” 

With a quick change of tone, 



190 


LUCJLE. 


FAST n. 


As though by resentment impell’d, he went on: — 

“The name that you boar, it is whisper’d, you took 
From love, not convention. Well, lady, . . . that look 
So excited, so keen, on the face you must know 
Throughout all its expressions, — that rapturous glow — 
Those eloquent features — significant eyes — 

Which that pale Woman sees, yet betrays no surprise,” 
(He pointed his hard, as he spoke, to the door. 

Fixing with it Lucile and Lord Alfred) . . . “before. 
Have you ever once seen what just now you may view 
In that face so familiar? ... no, lady, 'tis new. 

Young, lovely, and lovmg, no doubt, as you are. 

Are you loved ? ” 


XXIII. 

He look’d at her — paused — felt if thus far 
The ground held yet. The ardor with which he had spoken. 
This close, rapid question, thus suddenly broken. 

Inspired in Matilda a vague sense of fear. 

As though some indefinite danger were near. 

With composure, however, at once she replied: — 

“’Tis three years since the day when I first was a bride. 

And my husband I never 
liad cause to suspect; 

Nor ever have stoop’d, sir, , 
such cause to detect. 

Yet if in his looks or his 
acts I should see — 

See, or fancy — some moment’s 
oblivion of me, 

1 trust that I too sliould foiget it, — for you 
Must hove seen that my heart is my husband’s.” 

The hue 

On her dieok, with the effort wherevdth to the Duke 
She had uttea?ed this vague and haU'4righten’d rebuke, • 
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Was white as the rose in her hand. The last word 
Seem'd to die on her lip, and could scarcely be hoard. 

There was silence again. 

A great step had been made 
By the Duke in the words he that evening had said. 

There, half* drown’d by the music, Matilda, that night. 

Had listen’d, — long listen’d — no doubt, in despite 
Of herself, to a voice slie should never have heard. 

And her heart by that voice had been troubled and stirr’d. 
And so, having suffer’d in silence his eye 
To fathom her own, he resumed, with a sigh: 

• 

XXIV. 

“Will you suffer me, lady, your thoughts to invade 
By disclosing my own ? The position,” he' said, 

“In which we so strangely seem x)laccd may excuse 
The frankness and force of the words which I use. 

You say that your heart is your husband’s: You say 
That you love him. You think so, of course, lady . . . nay. 
Such a love, I admit, were a merit, no doubt 
But, trust me, no true love there can be without 
Its dread penalty — jealousy. 

“Well, do noi start! 

Until now, — either thanks to a singular art 

Of supreme self-control, you have held them all down 

Unrevoal’d in your heart, — or you never have known 

Even one of those fierce irresistible pangs 

Which deep passion engenders; that anguish which hangs 

On the heart like a nightmare, by jealousy bred. 

But if, lady, the love you describe, in the bed 
Of a blissful security thus hath reposed 
Undisturb’d widi mild eyelids on happiness closed, 

Wct 0 it not to expose' to a peril imjust, 

And most cruel, that happy repose you so trust. 

To meet, to receive, and, indeed, it may be. 
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For how long I know not, continue to see 
A woman whose pliice rivals yours in the life 
And the heart which not only your title of wife, 

But also (forgive me !) your heauty alone. 

Should liave made wholly yours ?— You, who gave all your own I 
Beflect! — ’tis the peace of existence you stake . 

On the turn of a (he. And for whose — for his sake? 

While you witues® this woman, the false itoint of view 
From which she must now he regarded by you 
Will exaggerate to you, whatever they be. 

The charms 1 admit she possesses. To me 
They are trivial indeed; jet to your eyes, I fear 
And foresee, they will true and intrinsic appear. 

Self-unconscious, and sweetly unahle to guess 
How more lovely by far is the grace you possess, , 

You will wrong your own beauty. Tlie graces of art. 

You will bike for the natural charm of the heart; . 

Studied mannci’s, tlie brilliant and bold repartee. 

Will too soon in that fatal comparison bo 

To your fancy more fair than the sweet timid sense 

Which, in shrinking, betrays its own best eloquence. 

0 then, lady, then, you will feel in your heart 
The poisonous ])ain of a fierce jealous dart! 

While yon see her, yourself you no longer will see, — 

You wiU hear her, and hear not yourself, — you will be 

Unhappy; unhappy, because you. will deem 

Your own power less groat than her power will seem. 

And I shall not be by your side, day by day, 

In despite of your noble disideasure, to say 

‘You are fairer than she, as the star is more fair 

Thau the diamond, the brightest that beauty can wear I’” 

XXV. 

This ap]ieol, both by looks and by language, increased 
The trnulde Matilda felt grow in her. breast. 
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^Still she spoke with what cjalmness she could — 

“Sir, the while 

I thank you,” she said, with a faint scornful smile, 

“For your fervor in painting my fancied distress: 

Allow me the right some surprise to express 
At the zeal you betray in disclosing to me 
The possible depth of my own misery.” 

“That zeal would not startle you, madam,” he said, 

“Could you read in my heart, as myself 1 have read, 

The peculiar interest which causes that zeal — ” 

Matilda Her terror no more could conceal. 

“Duke,” she answer’d in accents short, (iold, and severe, 

As she rose from her seat, “I continue to hear; 

But permit me to say, I no more understand.” 

“Forgive!” ivith a nervous appeal of the hand, 

And a well-feigii’d confusion of voice and of look, 

“ Foigive, oh, forgive me 1 ” at once cried the Duke. 

“I forgot that you knew me so slightly. Your leave 
I entreat (from your anger those words to retrieve) 

For one moment to speak of myself, — for I think 
That you wrong me — ” 

His voice, as in pain seem’d to sink; 
And tears in his eyes, as he lifted them, glisten’d, 

XXVI. 

Matilda, despite of herself, sat and listen’d. 

XXVJT. 

“Beneath an exterior which seems, and may be. 

Worldly, frivolous, careless, my heart hides in me,” 

He continued, “a sorrow which draws me to side 
With all things that suffer. Nay, laugh not,” he cried, 

13 
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so strange an avowal 

seek at a ball, 

For instance, — Ukj beauty adiiured by all ? 

No ! some plain, insignificant creature, who sits 

Scorn’d of ('ourse by the beauties, and shunn’d by the wits. 

All the world is accust<jni’d to wound, or neglect. 

Or oppress, claims my heart and commands my respect. 

No Quixote, I do not aflect to belong, 

I admit, to tliose charter’d redressers of wrong; 

Tint I seek to (ionsok*, where I can. ’T is a part 
Not brilliant, I (»wn, yet its joys bring no smart.” 

Thrise trite words, from the tone which he gave them, received 
An' appearance of truth, which might well be believed 
By a luiart shrewder yet than Matilda’s. 

And so* 

lie continued . . . ‘'O lady! alas, could you know 
What injustice and wrong in this world I have .seen 1 
How many a woman, believed to have been 
Without a regret, I have known turn aside 
To burst into licartbroken tears uiidescried! 

On how many a lip have I witness’d the smile 
Which but hid what was breaking the poor heart the while!” 
Said Matilda, “Your life, it would seem, then, must be 
One long act of devotion.” 

“Perhaps so,” said he; 

“But at le^st that devotion small merit can boast. 

For one day may yet, come, — if one day at the mast, — 

Wlion, peniciving at last all the difference — how great! — 
Twixt the lieart that neglects, and the heart that can wait, 
’Twixt the natures that pity, the natures that pain, 

Some woman, that else might have pass’d in disdain 
Or iudifferem^e by me, — in passing that day 
Might pause with a word or a smile to repay 
This devotion, — and then” . . . 
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To Matilda’s relief 

At that moment her husband approach’d. 

* With some grief 

I must own that her welcome, perchanw, was express’d 
The more eagerly just for one twinge in her breast 
Of a conscience disturb’ il, and her smile not less warm, 
Though she saw the Com tease de N overs on his arm. 

The Duke turn'd and adjusted his collar. 

Thought he, 

i'Oood! the gods light my battle to-night. I foresexj 
That the family doctor ’s the ])art I must play. 

Very well? but the patients my visits .shall ])ay.” 

Lord Alfred presented Lneile to his wife; 

And Matildft re]jresaing with (dlbrt the strife 
Of emotions wliich made. her voiw shake, murmur’d low 
Some^ faint, troubled greeting. The Duke, with a bow 
Which betoken’d a distant dcjliance, replied , 

To Lucile’s startled cry, 

as surprised she descried ^ 

Her former gay wooer. 

Anon, with the grace 
Of that kindness which seeks to 
win kindness, her place 

She assmned by Matilda, unconscious, perchance. 

Or resolved not to notice, the half-frighten’d glance 
That follow’d that movement. 

The Duke to his feet 

Arose; and, in silence, relunpiish’d his seat. 

One must own that the moment was awkward for all ; 

But nevertheless, before long, the strange thrall 
Of Lucile’s gracious tact was by every one felt, 

And from each the reserve seem’d, reluctant, to melt ; 
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Thus, conversing together, the wliole of the four 
Thro’ the crowd saunter’d smiling. 

XXIX. 

« Approaching the door, 
Eugene do Luvois, who had fallen behind, 

By Lucile, after some hesitiition, was join’d 
With a gesture of gentle and kindly appeal 
Wliich apiMsir’d t(» imply, without words, “ Let us feel 
That the frieud.shij) between us in years that are fled. 

Has survived one mad moment forgotten,” she said 
“ You remain, l)uk(', at Ems ? ” 

' He turn’d on her a look 

Of frigid, resentful, and sullen rebuke; 

And then, with a more than significant glance * 

At Matilda, maliciously answer’d, “ Perchance 
I have here an attraction. And you \ ” he return’d. 





^TO 1. 


LUUILE. 


197 


Lucile’s eyes had follow’d his own, and discern’d 
The boast they implied. 

He repeated, “ And you ? ” 

An(h still watching Matihla, she answer’d, “I too.” 

A,nd he thought, as with that woiii she left him, she sigh’d. 
The next iiiomeut her ])hu-(J she resumed by the side 
Of Matilda; and soon they shook hands at the gate 
Of the selfsame hotel. 


XXX. 

One depress’d, one elate, 

The Duke and Lord Alfred again, thro’ the glooms 
Of the Uiick luideu alley, return’d to the ^Uooms. 

His cigar each had light('d, a moment before, 

At the inn, as they turn’d, arm-in-arm, from the door. 
Ems cigars do not cheer a man’s spirits, frjH'iio 
(Me mucrum*<jiuotict !) cirdc Itoherto. 

In silence, awliile, they walk’d onward. 


At last 

The Duke’s thoughts to language half consciously pass’d. 

LUVOI8. 

Once morel yet once more! 

ALfEBD. 

What? 

LTJVOIS. 

We meet her, once more. 
The woman for whom we two madmop of yore 
(laugh, mm cfter Alfred, laugh!) were about to destroy 
Each other 1 
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ALPREDt 

ft is not with Imighter that I 
Uaiso the ghost of that once* tiouhJed tune. Say ! can you 
KecMll it witli eoolnuhS and quietude now ^ 

nuvois. 

Now-? yes’ 1, (/nr, am a true Pansmi: 

Now the led levolution, the tocsin, and then 
The dance and the ])lay. 1 am now at the play. 

ALFKKD. 

At the {day, are you now f Then perchance 1 now may 
I'resuine, I)iik(‘, to ask you what, ever until 
^ Such a moment I ^\alted . 


LUVOIS. 

Oh! ask what you will 
Franc jett ' on tiie table' my cards I spread out. 

Ask’ 



ALFKED. 

I)uke, you were call’d to a meeting (no doubt 
Vou lemeuiber it yet) with Liicile. It was night 
Wlien you went; and before you return’d it was light. 

We met: y(»u accosted me then with a brow 

Briglit w’th triumpli: your words (you remember them now?) 

Were “Lot us be friends!” 
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LHVOia 

Well! 

ALFltm 

How then, after that 
Can you and she meet as acquaintanc&s ? 

liUVOIS. 

What! 

Did she not then, lierself, the Comtesse de Nevers, 

Solve your riddle to-night with those soft lips of hers ? 

a 

ALFRED. 

In our converse to-niglit we avoided the ])ast. 

But the question I ask should be answerM ut last ; 

By you, if •you will; if you will not, by her. 

• nrvois. 

Indeed? hut that question, milord, can it stir 
Such an interebt in you, if your jiassion be oVr i 

ALFRED. 

Yes. Esteem may remain, although love be no more. 
LucUe ask'd me, this night, to my wife (understand 
To my wife!) to present her. T did so. Her hand 
Has clasp'd that of Matilda. We gentlemen owe 
*^Eespect to the name that is ours: .and, if so. 

To the woman that bears it a twofold respect. 

Answer, Due de Luvois! Did Lucile then reject 
The proffer you made of your hand and your mune ? 

Or did you on her love then relinquish a claim 
Urged before? J ask bluntly this question, because 
My title to do so is clear by the laws 


4 
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Tliat all genthmon honor. Make only one sign 
That you know of Liioile do Nevers aught, in fine, 

For which, if your own virgin sister were by. 

From Imcil(5 you would sliiold her ac(j[uaintance, and I 
And Matilda leave Ems on th(i morrow. 

XXXI. 

The Duke 

Hesitati‘d and ])ausod. lie could tell, by the look 
(^f the man at I is side, that he meant what he said, 

And tluTe Hash’d in a inoiueiit these thoughts through his liead'^^ 
“ lAiUve liins ! would that suit me ? no ! that wore again 
To mar all. And besides, if 1 do not explain, 

She herself will . . , et pidn, il a mi%on ; on cd 
(jentilhomiHG av^mt tout!'* lie rejdied therefore, • 

Nay!^» 

Madame do Nevers laid rojectc‘d me. I, , 

In those <lays, I was mad; and in some mad reply 
I threatened the life of tlie rival to whom 
That rejection was due, I was led to presume. 

She fear’d f<jr his life; and the letter which then 
She wrote me, I show’d you; we met: and again 
My hand was refused, and luy love was denied, 

And the glance you mistook was the vizard which Pride 
Lends to Humiliation. 

“And so,” half in jest, 

Uo wont on, “ m this best world, ’t is all for the best ; 

Yon art- wedded (bloss’d Englishman!), wedded to one 
W hose i«ist can h« call’d into question by none : 

And 1 tackle hrcuohinau !) can still laugh to feel 
I am lord of myself, and the Mode: and Lucile 
.Still shines from her pedestal, frigid and fair 
As yon GcmJaii moon o’er the linden-tops there! 

A Dian in marble that scorns any troth 

With the little love-gods, whom I thank for us both. 
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While she smiles from her lonely Olympus apart, 

That her arrows are marble as well as her heart 
Stay at Ems, Alfred Vargrave!” 

XXXIT. 

• The Duke, with a smile, 

Turn’d and enter’d the Hooms which, thus talking, meunwljile, 
Tliey had reach’d. 


XXXIII. 

Alfred Vargrave .strode on (overthrown 
Heart and mind ! ) in the darkne.ss bewilder’d, alone : 

, “ And so,” to himself did he mutter, “ and so 
’T was to rescue my life, gentle spirit I and, oli, 

Eor this ttid I doubt her? ... a light word — a look — 

The mistake of a moment ! . . . fcjr this I forsook — 

For this ? JPardoii, pardon, Lucile ! O Lucilc ! ” 

Thought and memory rang, like a funeral ])eal, 

Wejiry changes on one dirge-like note tlirough his brain, 

As he stray’d down th(* darkues.s. 

XXXIV. 

Ec-entering again 

The Casino, the Duke smiled. He turn’d to roulette. 

And sat down, and i)lay’d fast, and lo.st largely, and yet 
He still smiled : night deei)en’d : he jday’d his last number : 
Went home: and soon slept: and still smiled in his slumjjer. 

XXXV. 

In his desolate Maxims, liS llochofoucauld wrote, 

“In the grief or mischance of a friend you may note, 

There is something Vhich always gives jdeasure.” 

Alas ; 

That reflection fell short of the trutli as it was. 

La Bochefoueauld might Iiave as truly set down — 
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**No misfortune, but wiiat some one turns to his own 
Advantage its mischief* no sorrow, but of it 
There evei is somebody ready to profit : 

No afilietion without its stock-jobbers, who all 
(xamble, speculate, play on the rise and the fall 
Of another man’s heart, and make tiaffic in it.” ' 

Burn tliy book, 0 Li Rochefoucauld’ 

Fool! one man’s wit 

All men’s selfishness how should it iathom ? 


Dost thou satirize* Natuio ^ 


O sage. 


She laughs at thy page 
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“ Jjummn, 


“My deah Alfred, 

Your last letters put rne iu pain. 
This contempt of oxisteuce, tliis listless disdain 
Of your own life, — its joys and its duties, - the deuce 
Take my wits if they find for it half an excuse ! 

I wish that some Frenohmiui would shoot off your lej*, 
And compel you to stum}) throuffh the world on a pe^'. 
I wish that you hud, like mystdf (more ’s the juty I ), 

To sit seven hours on this cursed committee. 

I wish that you knew, sir, how salt is the bri'ud 
Of another — (whut is it that l)ant<* has .sahW ) 

And the trouble of other men’s stsiirs. In a word, 

I wish fate had soim* re.{d ailliction conferr’d 
On your whimsical self, that, at lea.st, you had cause 
For neglecting life’s duties, and damning its laws ! 

Tliis pressure against all the iiurj)ose of life. 

This self-ebullition, and ferment, and strife, 

Betoken'd, I grant that it may be in truth. 

The richness and strength of the new wine of youth. 

But if, when the wine should have mellow’tl with time. 
Being bottled and binn’d, to a flavor sublime 
It retains the same acrid, incongruous taste. 

Why, the sooner to throw it away tliat we haste 
The better, I take it. And this vice of snarling. 



204 


LIWILE. 


PABT n. 


SelMove's little lapdog, the overfed darling 
Of a hypochondriacal fancy appears, 

To my thinking, at least, in a man of your years. 

At the midnwii of inanh(Kxl with plenty to do. 

And every incentive for doing it too, — 

With the duties of life just sufficiently pressing 

For prayer, and of Joys more than most men for blessing; 

With a pretty young wife, and a pretty full purse, — 

Like poltrooneiy, puerile truly, or worse! 

I wish I could get you at least to agree 
To take life as it is, and consider with me. 

If it be not all smiles, that it is not all sneers ; 

It admits honest laughter, and needs honest tears. 

Do you think none have known but yourself all the pain 
Of hopes that retreat, and regrets that remain ? 

And all the wide distance fate fixes, no doubt, 

*Twixt the life tliat’s within, and the life that’s without? 
What one of us finds the world just as he lilr^g ? 

Or gets wluit he wants when he wants it ? Or strikes 
Without missing the thing that ho strikes at the first? 

Or walks witliout stumbling ? Or g^uenebes liis tbirst 
At one draught? Bah! I tell you! I, bachelor John, 
Have had griefs of my own. But what then ? I push on 
All the fa.ster perchance tliat I yet feel the pain 
Of my last fall, albeit I may stumble again. 

Ood means every man to be happy, be sura 
He senils us no sorrows that have not some cure. 

Our duty down here is to do, not to know. 

live as though life were earnest, and life will be so. 

moment, like Time’s last ambassador, emnei ’ 

It wiU wait to deliver its message; and some 
8ort of ansicer it merits. It is not the deed 

®ah does, but the way that he doss it* should plead 
' iFor the man'^ Compensation in doing it. 

“ Here, 
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My next neighbor’s a man with twelve thousand a year, 

Who deems that life has not a pastime more pleasant 
Than to follow a fox, or to slaughter a pheasant 
Yet this fellow goes through a contested election. 

Lives in London, and sits, like the soul of dejection, 

All the day through upon a committee, and late 
To the last, every night, through the dreary debate, 

As though he were getting each speaker by heart. 

Though amongst them ho never presumes to take part. 

One asks himself why, without murmur or question. 

He foregoes all his tastes, and destroys his digestion, 

For a labor of wloich the result seems so small 
‘The man is ambitious,’ you say. Not at all 
He has just sense enough to bo fully aware 
That htf never can hope to be Premier, or sluxre 
The renown of a Tully; — or even to hold 
A subordinate office. He is not so bold 
As to fancy the House. for ten minutes would bear 
With patience his modest opinions to hear. 

‘But he wants something!’ 

“ What ! with twelve thousand a year ? 
What could Government give him would be half so dear 



To hi* heart as a walk with a dog and a gun 
Through his own pheasant woods, or a capital run ? 
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‘No; but vanity fills out the emptiest brain; 

The man would be more than his neighbors, ’tis plain; 
And the drudgery drearily gone through in town 
Is more than repaid by provincial renown. 

Knough if some Marchioness, lively and loose. 

Shall have eyed him with passing complaisance; tlie goose. 
If the Fashion to him ojjen one of its doors, 

As proud as a sultan returns to his boors.’ 

Wrong again! if you think so. 

“For, primo; my friend 
Is the head of a family known from one end 
Of Ids shire to the other, as the oldest; and therefore 
He desjuscs fine lords and fine ladies. He care for 
A peerage* no truly! ffeeondo ; he rarely 
Or never goes out: dines at Bellamy’s sparely, * 

And abhors what you call the gay world. 

“Then,, I ask. 

What inspires, and consoles, such a self-imposed task 
As the life of tins man, — but the sense of its duty? 

And I swear that the eyes of the haughtiest beauty 
Have never inspired in my soul that intense, 

Reverential, and loving, and absolute sense 
Of heart-felt admiration I feel for this man. 

As I see him beside me; — there, wearing the wan 
l/radon daylight away, on his humdrum committee; 

So unconscious of all that awakens my pity. 

And wonder — and worship, I might say. 

"To me 

There seems something nobler than genius to be 
In that dull patient labor no genius relieves. 

That absence of all joy which yet never grieves; 

The humility of it! tiie grandeur withal! ^ 

The Buhlimity of it! And y6t, should you call 
The lean’s nwi very slow apprehension to this, 

He Hould fMk, with a stare, what taibl^ity is I 
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He accepts it, without ostentation or scorn: 

And this man is no uncommon type (1 thank Heaven!) 
Of this land’s common men. In all other lands, even 
The type’s self is wanting. Perchance, ’tis the reason 
That (xovemmcnt oscillates ever ’twixt treason 
And tyranny elsewhere. 

"I wander away 

Too far, though, from what I was wishing to say. 

You, for instance, read Plato. You know that the soul 
Is immortal; and put this in rhyme; on the whole. 

Very well, with sublime illustration. Man’s heart 
Is a mystery, doubtless. You trace it in art: — 

The Greek Psyche, — that’s beauty, — the perfect ideal. 
But then» comes the imperfect, perfectible real, 

With its pain’d aspiration and strife. In those pale 
Ill-drawn virgins of Giotto you see it prevaiL 
You have studied all this. Then, the universe, too. 

Is not a mere house to be lived in, for you. 

Geology opens the mind. So you know 
Something also of strata and fossils; these show 
The bases of cosmical structure: some mention 
Of the nebulous theory demands your attention; 

And so on. 

“In short, it is clear the interior 
Of your brain, my dear Alfred, is vastly superior 
In fibre, and fulness, and function, and fire. 

To that of my poor parliamentary squire; 

But your life leaves upon me (forgive me this heat 
Due to friendship) the sense of a thing incomplete. 

You fly bigb. But what is it, in truth, you fly at? 

My mind is not satisfied quite as to that. 

An old illustration’s as good as a new. 

Provided the old illustration be true. 

We are children. Mere kites are the foncies we fly, 
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Though we marvel to see them ascending so high ; 

Things slight in themselves, — long-tail’d toys, and no more: 

What 18 it that makes the kite steadily soar 

Through the realms where* tlie cloud and the whirlwmd have birth , 

But tlie tie that attaches the kite to the eaith ? 

I remember the lessons of childhood, you see, * 

And the honibook I learu’d ou my pool mother’s knee. 



In truth, I suspect little else do we learn 
*^From this great book of hfe, which so shrewdly we turn. 
Saving how to apply, with a good or bad grace, 

Wliat we learn’d in the hornbook of childhood 


“Your case 


Is exactly in point 

"Fly your kite, if you please. 

Out of sight let it go where it will, on the breeze; 

But cut not the one threid by which it is bound. 

Be it never so high, to this poor human ground 

No man is the absolute lord of his life 

You, my friend, have a home, and a sweet and dear wife. 

If I often have sigh’d by my own silent fire. 

With a sense of a |ometimes recurring desire 
For A voice sweet and low, or a face fond and fair, 

Homii dull winter evening to solace and share • 

With the Itrro which the world its good children allows 
To fhoke hands with, — in short, a legitimate sponse, 

^diis thought has consoled me: 'At least 1 have given 
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For my own good beliaviar no hostage to heaven.’ 

You have, though. Forget it notl faith, if you do, 

I would rather break stones on a road than be you. 

• If any man wilfully injured, or led 

That little girl wrong, I would sit on his head, 

Even though you yom-self were the sinner! 

“And this 

Leads me back (do not take it, dear cousin, amiss ! ) 

To the matter 1 meant to Imve mention’d at otico. 

But these thoughts put it out of my head for the nonce. 

Of all the preposterous humbugs and shams, 

Of all the old wolves ever taken for larnhs. 

The wolf best received by the flock he devours 
Is that uncle-in-law, my dear Alfred, *)f yours. 

At least, this has long been my settled conviction, 

And I almost would venture at once the pindiction 
That before wery long — b«it no matter! I trust 
For his sake and our own, that I may be unjust. 

*But Jleaven forgive mo, if cautious 1 am on 
The score of such men as, with both God and Mammon, 
Seem so shrewdly familiar. 

“Neglect not this waiming. 

There were rumors afloat in the (hty tJiis moniing 

Wliich I scarce like the sound of. Wlio knows ? would he fleece 

At a pinch, the old hypocrite, even Ids own niece? 

For the sake of Matilda I cannot importune 
Your attention too early. If all your wife’s fortune 
Is yet in the hands of that sixscious old sinner. 

Who would dice with the devil, and yet rise up winner, 

I say, lose no time! get it out of the grab 
Of her trustee and uncle. Sir Kidley MacNab. 

I trust those deposits, at least, are drawn out. 

And safe at this moment from danger or doubt. 

A wjttk is as good as a nod to the wise. 

Vtrhm tap. 1 admit nothing yet justifies 
• 14 
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My mistrust; but I have iu my own mind a notion 
That old Aidley’s white waistcoat, and airs of devotion. 

Have long been the only ostensible capital 

On which he does business. If so, time must sap it all, 

Sooner or later. Look sharp. Do not wait, 

Draw at once. In a fortnight it may be too late. 

1 admit 1 know nothing. I can but suspect; 

I give you my uotioiis. Form yours and reflect 

My love to Matilda. Her mother looks well 

I saw her ‘last week. 1 liave nothing to tell 

Worth your hearing. We think that the G-ovemment here 

Will not last our n<-xt seasion. Fits Funk is a peer. 

You' will see by the Times. There are symptoms which show 
That the ministers now are preparing to go. 

And finish their feast of the loaves and the fishest 
It is evident tliat they are clearing the dishes. 

And cramming their ])ockets with bonbons. Your news 
Will be always acceptable. Vere, of the Blues, 

Has bolted with Lady Selina. And so. 

You have met with that hot-headed Frenchman? 1 know 
That the man is a sad mauvais svjet. Take care 
Of Matilda. I wish I could join you both there; 

But, before I am free, you are sure to be gone. 
flt*od-by, my dear fellow. Yours, anxiously, 

“John." 


n. 

This is just the advice I myself would have given 
To TiOrd Alfred, had I been his cousin, which. Heaven 
Be praised, 1 am not But it reach’d him indeed 
an unlucky hour, and received little heed. 

A half-languid glance was the most that he lent at 
That time to these homilies. JPriimm dmmtat 
Quwn Thttit inJt perdere. Alfred in fact 
tFas having just then in a way ^ distract • 
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Job’s self had Job known him. The more you'd have thought 
The Duke’s court to Matilda his eye would have caught, 

The more did his aspect igrow listless to hers, 

•And the more did it beam to Ludle de Nevers. 

And Matilda, the less she found love in the look 
Of her husband, the less did she shrink from the Duke. 

*With each day that pass’d over them, they each, heart from heart, 
Woke to feel themselves further and further apart. 

More and more of his time Alfred pass’d at the table; 

Played high; and lost more than to lose he w^ able. 

Jle grew feverish; querulous, absent, perverse, — 

And here I must mention, what made matters worse. 

That Luoile and the Duke at the selfsame hotel 

With the Vaigraves resided. It needs not to tell 

That they aH saw too much of each other. The weather 

Was so fine that it brought them each day all together ^ 

In the garden^to listen, of course, to the band 

The house was a sort of phalanstery; and 1 1 

Lucile and Matilda were pleased to discover ^dfllnT ' 

A mutual passion for music. Moreover 

The Duke was an excellent tenor: Wu * v ni 

si pure” in a way to bring 

down on the wing ^ 

All the angels St. Cicely play’d to. | 

Would also at times, when he was 

not too bored, ' * 

Play Beethoven, and Wagner's new music, not ill; 

With some little things of his own, showing skill. Mr ■' |/ 

Por which reastm, as well as for some others too, > 

Their rooms were a pleasant enough rendezvous. 

Did liucile, then, encourage (the heartless coquette 1) 

All the mischief she could not but mark? 


Patience yet! 
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In that garden, an arbor, withdrawn from the son. 

By laburnum aud lilac with blooms overrun, 

Form’d a vault of cool verdure, which made, when the heal 



Qf the noontide hung heavy, a gracious retreat. 

Aud here, with some friends of their own little world. 

In the waitn afternoons, till the shadows uncnrl’d 
From tho feet of the lindens, and crept through the grew *, 
Their hide hours would this gay little colony pass. 

The mon loved to smoke, and the women to bring, 
Undeterr'd by tobacco, their work there and sing 
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Or converse, till the dew fell, and homeward the bee 
Floated, heavy with honey. Towards eve there was tea 
(A luxury due to Matilda), and ice. 

Fruit and cofifeo. "Etrvepe, irdvra 

Such an evening it was, while Matilda presided 

O'er the rustic arrangements thus daily provided. 

With the Duke, and a small Oerman Prince with a thick head. 
And an old Eussian Countess both witty and wicked. 

And two Austrian Colonels — that Alfred, who yet 
Was lounging alone with his last cigarette, 

' Saw LucUe de “Novers by herself pacing slow 
'Neath the shade of the cool linden-trees to and fro. 

And joining her, cried, “ Thank the good stars, we meet ! 

I have so much to say to you ! ” 

“Yes? . . .” with her sweet 
Serene voice, she replied to him ..." Yes ? and 1 too 
Was wishing; indeed, to say somewhat to you." 

She was paler just then than her wont was. Tlie sound 
• Of her voice had within it a sadness profound. 

“You are ill?" he exclaim'd. 

“ No ! ” she hurriedly said, 

“ No, no 1 " 

"You alarm me!” 

She droop'd down her head. 

"If your thoughts have of late. sought, or cared, to divine 
The purpose of what has been passing in mine. 

My farewell can scarcely alarm you.” 

ALFBED. 

Lncile ' 

Your farewe^l you go! 

LUCILE. 

Yes, Lord Alfred. 
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The cause of this sudden unkindness. 


Bevae^ 


LDCILE. 

Unkind? 


ALFRED. 

Yes I what else is this parting ? 

, LUCILE. 

No, no! are you blind? 

Look into your own heart and home Can you sea 
No reason for this, save unkindness in me ? 

Look into the eyes of your wife-— those true eyw 
Too pure and too honest in aught to disguise 
The sweet soul shining through them. 

ALFRED. 

Lucile! (first and last 

Be the word, if you will!) let me speak of the past 
1 know now, alas ! though I know it too late. 

What pass’d at that meeting which settled my fate. 

Nay, nay, interrupt me not yet ! let it he ! 

I but say what is duo to yourself — due to me, 

And must say it 

He nish’d incoherently on, 

Describing how, lately, the truth he had known. 

To explain how, and whence, he had wroi^d her before, 

AU the oomplicate coil wound about him of yore^ 

'AB the hopes that had flown with the Mth that rros fled, 
''And then, 0 Lucfle, what was left me,” he said, 

*<'Wtien ihy life was defrauded bf but to take 


1 
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That life, as ’twas left, and endeavor to mahe 
Unobserved by another, the void which remain’d 
Unconceal’d to myself? If I have not attain’d, 

I have striven. One word of unkindness has never 
Pass’d my lips to Matilda. Her least wish has ever 
Received my submission. And if, of a truth, 

I have fail’d to renew what I felt in my youth, 

I at least have been loyal to what I do feel, 

Respect, duty, honor, affection. Lucile, 

I speak not of love now, nor love’s long regret: 

I would not offend you, nor dare I forget 

The ties that are round me. But may there not be 

A friendship yet hallow’d between you and me* 

May we not be yet friends — friends the dearest*” 

• “Alas! ’ 

She replied, "for one moment, perchance, did it pass 
Through my own heart, that dream which forever hath brought 
To those who indulge it .in innocent thought 
So fatal and evil a waking! But no. 

For in lives such as ours are, 
the Dream-tree would grow 
On the borders of Hades: 

beyond it, what lies? 

The wheel of Ixion, alas! 
and the cries 

Of the lost and tormented. 

Departed, for us. 

Are the days when with 
t innocence we could discuss 
Dreams like these. Fled, indeed, 
are the dreams of my life! 

Oh trust me, the best friend you have is your wifa 
And . I— in that pure child’s pure virtue, I bow 
To the beauty of virtue. I felt on my brow 
Hot one hluah when I first took her hand. With no blush 
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Shall I clasp it to-night, when I leave you. 

“Hush! hush 

I would say what I wish’d to have said when you came. 

Do not think that yeais leave us and find us the same! 

The woman you knew long ago, long ago. 

Is no more. You yourself have within you, I knew, 

The germ of a joy in the years yet to be. 

Whereby the past >ears will bear fruit As for me, 

I go my own way, — onward, upward ! , 

“ 0 yet. 

Let me thank you for that which ennobled regret. 

When it came, as it b(autified hope ere it fled, — 

The love I once felt for you. True, it is dead. 

But it is not corrupted. I too have at last 

Lived to leaiu that love is not — (such love as is past. 

Such love as youth dieams of at least) — the sole jiart 
Of life, which IS aide to fill up the heart; ^ 

Even that of a woman. 

“Between you and me 

Heaven fixes a gulf, over which you must see 
That our guaidiau angels can bear us no more. 

We each of us stand on an opposite shore. 

Trust a woman’s opinion for once. Women learn. 

By an instinct men never attain, to discern 
Each other’s true natures. Matilda is fair, 

Matilda is young — see her now, sitting there! — 

How tendeily fashion’d — (oh, is she not? say,) 

. To love and be loved I ” 


IV. 

He turn’d sharply away— 
“Matthla is young, and Matilda is fair; 

all that you tell me pray deem me aware; 

Ihrt HatUda’s a statue, Matilda’s a 'Child; 
lilatildii levee not — ” 
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Lucile quiotly smiled 

As she answered him : — Yesterday, all tliat you say 
Might be tru(‘ ; it is false, wholly false, though, to-day/* 

How ? — wliat mean you ? ” 

'"I mean tliat to-day,’* she rejdied, 
‘"The statue witli life has become vivified: 

I mean that the child to a women has grown : 

And tliat woman is jealous.” 

“What! she?** with a tone 
Of ironical wonder, he answer’d — “what, she! 

She jealous ! — Matilda ! — of whom, ]>ray ? — not me ! ” 

“My lord, you de(*eive yourself; no one but you 
Is she jealous of. Trust me And thank Ifeaveii, too, 

That so lately this passion within her hath grown. 

For who shall declare, if for months she had known 
What for days she has known all too keenly, 1 fiMr, 

That knowledge perchance might have cost you inoie dear^” 

“ Ex])lain 1 explain, madam ! ” he cried in surprise ; 

And terror and auger enkindled Iils eyes, 

“ How blind are you men ! ” she leidied. “ (*an you doul)t 
That a woman, young, fair,, and m*glected — ” 

“ S])eak out ! ” 

He gas])*d with emotion. “ Lucile ^ you mean — what ? 

Ho you doubt her fidelity^” 

“Certainly not. 

Listen to me, iny friend. Wliat I wish to explain 
Is so hard to shajie forth. I could almost refrain 
From touching a subject so fragile. However, 

Bear with me awhile, if I frankly endeavor 
To invade for one moment your innermost life. 

Your honor, Lord Alfred, and that of your wife, 

Are dear to me, — most dear! And I am convinced 

t 
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That you rashly are risking that honor.” 

He winced, 


And turn’d pale, as she spoke 

She had aim’d at his heart, 
And she saw, by Iils sudden and terrified start. 

That her aim had not miss’d. 

“Stay, Lucile!” he exclaim’d. 
What in truth do you ineau by these words, vaguely framed 
To alarm me ^ Matilda ^ — my wife ? — do you know ? ” — 


“ 1 know that your wife is as spotless as snow. 
But T know not how ftr* your continued neglect 
Her nature, as well as her heart, might affect. 
Till at last, by degi(*es, that serene atmosidiere 
Of her unconseious punty, faint and yet clear. 
Like the indistiiu't golden and vaporous fleece 



Whieli smroundcd and hid the celestials in Greece 
From the glances of men, wcaild disperse and depart 
At the sighs ot a sirk and delirious heart, — 

For jealousy is to a woman, be sure, 

A disease htjaVd too oft by a criminal cure; 

And tho luMit left too long to its ravage in time 
May find weakness in viitue, reprisal in crime.” 
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V. 


“Such thoughts could have never,” he falter’d, “1 know, 
Iteach’d the heart of Matilda.” 

“ Matilda ? oh no ! 

But reflect*! when such thoughts do not come of themselves 
To the heart of a woman neglected, like elves 
That seek lonely places, — there rarely is wanting 
Some voice at her .side, with an tivil enchanting 



At this moment, anmnd me 1 search everywhere 
For a clew to your words ” — 

“You mistiike them,” she said, 


Half fearing, indeed, the eflcct they had made. 
“T was putting a mere hypothetical case.” 


With a long look of trouble he gazed in her face. 

“ Woe to him,” . . he exclaim’d . . . “ woe to him that shall 
feel 

Such a hope! for T swear, if he did hut reveal 
One glimpse, — it should he the last hope of his life!” 

The clench’d hand and bent eyebrow betoken’d the .strife 
►She had roused in his heart. 

“You forget,” she began, 

“ That you menace yourself. You yourself are the man 
That is guilty. Alas! must it ever be so? 

Do we stand in our own light, wherever we go, 

And fight our own shadows forever ? 0 think ! 
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The trial from which y*ni, the stronger ones, shrink, 

You ask woman, the weaker one, still to endure j 
You hid her he true to the laws you abjure; 

To abide l)y the ties you yourselves reud asunder. 

With the force that has fail’d you ; and that too, when under 
The assumi)tion of rights which to her you refuse, 

The iniiuuuity claim’d for yourselves you abuse ! 

Where th(* contract e.\ists, it involves obligation 
To both husbaml and wife, in an equal relation. 

You unloos<‘, in assertuig your own liberty, 

A knot, which, unloosed, leave.s another as free. 

Then, () ^Alfred ! be jusler at heart : and thank Heaven 
That Heaven to your wih; such a nature has given 
That you have not wherewith to reproach her, albeit 
You have cause to reproach your own self, could you see it ! ” 


VI. 

In the silence that follow’d the last word she said. 

In the heave of his chest, and the droo]) of liis head, 
I’oor Lncile mark’d her words had sufficed to impart 
A new germ of motion and life to that heart 
Of which he himself had so recently spoken 
As flead to emotion — exhausted, or broken ! 

New fears would awaken new hopes in his life. 

In the husband indilTurent no more to the wife 
Khe already, as she had foreseen, could discover 
That Matilda had gain’d, at lier hands, a new lover. 
So after some moments of silence, whose spell 
They both felt, she extended her hand to him. . . . 
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“ Well ' ” 


VIII. 

“ Liicile,” lie re])licd, as that soft quiet hand 
lu Ids own ho clasi)’d wsiriuly, “ 1 both understand 
And obey you.” 

’ “ Thank Heaven ! ” she niuriuur’d. 

“() yt‘t. 

One word, T beseech you ! 1 oaniiot f(»rget,” 

He exclaim’d, “ we an! parting for life. You have .shown 
My pathway to me : but say, what is your own ? ” 

The calmness with which until then she liad si)oken 
In a nuAuent h(!cui’d strangely and suddenly broken. 

She turn’d from him nervou.sly, hurriedly. 

, “ Nay. 

I know not,” slm murmtir’d, “ 1 follow the way 
I I^eaveu loads me ; I cannot fore.see to what end. 

I know only that far, far away it iuu.st tend 

From all jjlaces in which we have met, or uught meet. 

Far away ! — onward — upward ! ” 

A .smile strange and swp,et 
As the incense lliat ri.s&s from some .sacred enj) 

And mixes with um.sic, stohi forth, and breathed up 
Her whole face, witli those words. 

“ Whereisoever it be. 

May all gentot angels attend you !” sigh’d he, 

“And bear my heart’s blessing wherever you are!” 

And her hand, with emotion, he kiss’d. 


IX. 


From afar 


That kiss was, alas! by Matilda beheld 
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With far other emotions: her young bosom swell* d, 

-And her young cheek witli anger was crimson’d. 

The Duke 

Adroitly attracted towards it her look 
By a faint but sigiiilicant smile. 


X. 

Much ill-construed, 
Benown’d Bislioj) Berkeley has fully, for one, sirew’d 
With arguments pug(» ujm)!! page to teach folks 
That t]i(‘ world they inhalut is only a hoax. 

But it surely is hard, smee we can’t do without them, 

Tliat ouV senses should make us so oft wish to doubt them 1 


I 
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When first tlio red savage call’d Man stredo, a king. 
Through the wdds of cieatum — the very first thing 
That his naked intelligence tanght him to feel 
Was the shame of himself ; and the wish to conceal 
Was the first step in ait. From the aj)ron which Eve 
In Edeii sat down out of fig-leaves to weave. 

To the furbelow’d llounce and the broad crinoline 
Of my lady . . . you all know of course wliom I mean. 
This art of concealment . has greatly increas’d. 

A whole world lies cryirtic in each human breast ; 

And tliat drama of passions as old as tint hilLs, 

Wliich the moral of all men in each man fulfils. 

Is only reveal’d now and then t<» our eyes 
In the newsi)aper-files and the courts of assize. 


II. 

In the group seen so lately in sunlight assembled, 

’Mid those walks over which the laburnum-bough trembled, 
And the deep-bosom’d lilac, emparailising 
The liaunts where the blackbird and thrush flit and sing. 
The keenest eye could but have MHjn, and seen only, 

A circle of friends, minded not to leave lonely 
The bird on the bough, or the bee on the blossom ; 
Conversing at ease in the garden’s green bo.som, 
like those who, when Florence was yet in her glories. 
Cheated death and kill’d time with Boccaccian stories. 
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lU»t at Iciiftth the* lonfj; more deeply grew sliadcd,' 

And tin* f.iir iiiglit tlie rosy horizon invaded, 

And the het in th(* hlossom, the bird on the hough, 

Th'onjli the shadowy garden were sliuuhering now. 

Tlie trees only, o’(t every unvisited walk, 
itegan on a sudden tt» whisper and tidk. 

And, as each little sprightly and garrulous loaf 
Woke up ^\lth an evident sense of redief. 

They all seem’d to he aaying . . “ Once more we ’re alone. 
And, thunk Heaven, those tiresome people are gone!” 

111 . 

Through the de«'p blue eoucave of the luminous air, 

Targe, loving, and languid, the stars here and there. 

Like the eyes of shy passionate women, look’d down 
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O'er the dim world whose sole tender l^ht was their own, 
When Matilda, alone, from her chamber descended, 

And enter’d theigarden, ixnseen, inialteiided. 

Her forehead was aching and jiarcli’d, and her breast 
Uy a vague inexpressible sadness oppress’d : 

A sadness which led her, she scarcely knew how. 

And she scarcely knew why . . . (save, indeed, that just now 
The house, out of which with a gas]) she had fled 
Half-stifled, seem’d ready to sink on her head) . . . 

Out into the night air, the silence, the bright 
Boundless starlight, the cool isolation of night ! 

Her husband that day had look’d once in her face, 

And press’d Itoth Iku hands in a silent embrace. 

And reproachfully noticed her rt‘cmit dejection 
With a smile of kind wonder and tticit aflectiou. 

He, of late so iudiflerent and listless ! ... at last 
Was he sUfrtled and awed by the change which had pass’d 
O’er the once radiant face of his yemng wife ? Wliencc came 
i That long look of solicitous fondm'ss ? . . . tlu* same 
Look aud laiigiiage of quiet affection — the look 
And the language, alas! which .so often she look 
For pure love in the simple repose of its jmrity — 

Her own heart thus lull’d to a fulfil security ! 

Ha ! would he deceive her again by this kindness ? 

Had she been, then, O fool! in her innocent blindness 
ITio sport of transparent illusion ? ah folly ! 

And that feeling, so tranquil, .so hapjfy. .so holy. 

She had taken, till then, in the heart, not alone 
•Of her husband, but also, indeed, in her own. 

For true love, nothing else, after all, did it ])rovc 
But a friendship profanely familiar? 

“And love? . . . 

What was love, then? . . . not calm, not secure — scarcely kind! 
But in one, all intensest emotions combined: 
life and death: pain and rapture.’’ 

16 
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Thus wandering astray, 

Led by doubt, throngli the darkness she wander’d away. 

All silently crossing, recrossing the night, 

With faint, meteoric, miraculous light. 

The swift-shooting stars through tlie infinite bum’d. 

And into the infinite ever return’d. 

And silently o’er the obscure and unknown 
Tn the heart of Matilda there darted and shone 
Thoughts, enkindling like meteors the deeps, to expire, 
Ijcaving traces behind them of tremulous fire. 



IV. 

She cnt(*r’d that arbor of lilacs, in which 
The dark air with odors hung heavy and rich. 

Like a soul that grows faint with desire. 

’Twas the plac^ 

In which she so lately had sat, face to face 

With her husband, — and her, the pale stranger detested. 

Whose presence her heart like a plague had infested. 

The whole spot with evil remembrance was haunted. 

Through the darkness there rose on the heart which is daunted 
Each dreary detail of that desolate day, 

So full, and yet so incomplete. Far away 

The acacias wore muttering, like mischievous elves. 

The whole story over again to themselves. 

Each word, — and each word was a wound! By degrees 
Her memor)^ mingled its voice with the trees. 

V. 

Like the whisper Eve heard, when she paused by the root 
Of the sad tree of knowledge, and gazed on its fruit. 
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To the heart of Matilda the trees seem’d to hiss 
Wild instnictions, revealing man’s last right, which is 
The right of r^risals. 

An image iince-rtain, 

And vague, dimly shaped itself forth on the curtain 
Of the darkness around her. It cjinie, and it went; 
Through her senses a faint sense of ])cril it sent : 

It pass’d and repass’d her; it went and it tainie 
Forever returning ; forove-r the same ; 

And forever m(»re clesirly dehued; till her eyes 
In that outline obscure could at last recognize 
The mail to whose image, the more and the more 
That her heart, now aroused from its calm sh'c]) of yore. 
From her husband detach’d itself slowly, with pain. 

Her thoughts had return’d, and return’d to, again. 

As though by some secret indefinite law, — 

The vigilfftit Kreuchinaii: — Kugdne de I.nvois! 


VI. 

A light sound behind her. She trembled. By some 
Night-witchcraft her vision a fact had become. 

' On a sudden she felt, without turning to view. 

That a man was approaching behind her. She knew 
By the fluttering pulse which she could not restrain, 
And the quick beating heart, that tliis man was Fugdne. 
Her first instinct was flight; but slni felt her slight foot 
As heavy as though to the soil it had root 
And the Duke’s voice retain’d her, like fear in a dream. 

VII. 

" Ah, lady ! in life there are meetings which .seem 
Like a fate. Dare I think like a sympathy too? 

Yet what else can I bless for this vision of you ? 

Alone with my thoughts, on this starlighted lawn. 

By an instinct resistless, I felt myself drawn 
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To revisit the memories left in the place 
Where so lately this evening I look’d in your face. 

And I find, -yon, yonr.self my own dream! 

“Can there be 

In this world one thought eoinmon to you and to me? 

If so, . . . T, who d(*eiii’tl hut a moment ago 
My heart uncompaTuoii’d, save only by woe. 

Should indeoil l)e more l)les.s’d than I dare to believe — 

— Ah, but one word, but one from your lips to receive” . 

Interrupting him quick'y, she murmur’d, “ I sought. 

Here, a' mom(snt of solitude, silence, and thought, 

Which I needed.” . . . 

“Lives solitude only for ond? 

Must its charm by my })re.seuee so soon be undone ? 

Ah, cannot two .share it^ What needs it for this?, — 

The siunc thought in hotli hearts, — be it sorrow or bliss; 

If my lic.irt l>o tlie rellex of yours, lady — you, 

Are you not yet alone, — even though we be two?” 

“ For tliat,” . . . .said Matilda, . . . “ needs were, you shoulii read 
What 1 have in my he.-irt” . . . 

“Think you, lady, indeed. 
You ar(‘ yet of that age when a woman conceals 
In heart so completely whatever .she feels 
from the heart of the man whom it interests to know 
And find out what that feeling may be? Ah, not so. 

Lady Alfred ! Forgive mo (hat in it I look. 

But I read in youj' heart a.s 1 read in a book.” 


“Well, l>iik.e! and what read you within it? unless 
It be, 0 ( a truth, a profound weariness. 

And some sadness?” 

“No doubt. To all facts there are laws. 
'The effect has its cause, and I mount to the cause.” 
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VIII. 

Matilda shrank back; for slie suddenly found 
That a finger was press’d on the yet bleeding wound 
She, herself, liad but that day perceived in her bj'east. 

• 

“You are sad,” . . . siiid the Duke (and that finger yet press’d 
With a cruel persistence the wound it made bleed) — 

“You are sad. Lady Alfred, because the first need 
Of a young and beautiful woman is to be 
Beloved, and to love. Yon are sad: for you see 
That you are not beloved, as you deenn’d that you were 
You aie sad ; for that knowledge hath left you aware. 

That you have not yet loved, though you thought that you had. 
Yes, yes ! . . . you are sad — because knowledge is sad ! ’’ 

He could* not have read more profoundly her heart. 

“What gave you,” she cried, with a terrified start, 

^ Such strange power ^ ” 

„ “ To read in your thoughts ? ” he exclaim’d, 

“ 0 lady, — a love, deep, profound — be it blamed 
Or rejected, — a love, tnie, intense — such, at least. 

As you, and you only, coubl wake in my breast!” 

“ Hush, hush I ... I beseech you . . , for ])ity ! ” she gasp’d, 
Snpt'Obing hurriedly from him ihe hand he had clasp’d 
In her effort instinctive to fly from the spot. 

‘For pity?” ... he echoed, “for pity! and what 
Is the pity you owe him ? his pity for you ! 

He, the lord of a life, fresh as new-fallen dew! 

The guardian and guide of a woman, young, fair, 

And matchless ! (whose happiness did he not swear 
To cherish through life?) he n^lects her — for whom? 
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For a fairer than she ? No ! the rose in the bloom 
Of that beauty wlu(‘h, even wlnm hidden, can prevail 
To keep slceplesa with song the aroused nightingale, 

Is not fairer; for even in tlie pure 
world of flowers 

Her symbol is not, and this poor 
world of ours 

Has no scjcond Matild<i ! For whom ? 

I^et that ])ass! 

Tis not T, *tis not you, that can name her, alas ! 

And I dare not qiK'stion or judge her. But why, 

Why cherish the cause of your own misery? 

Why tlihik of one, lady, who thinks not of you? 

Why be hound l)y a chain which himself he breaks through? 
And why, sin(*e you have but to stretch forth your hand, 

The love wliich you need and deserve to command, 

Why shrink ? Wliy repel it ? ” , 

O hush, sir ! 0 hush ! 

Cried Matilda, as though her whole heart were one blush. 

“ Cease, cease, I conjure you, to trouble my life ! 

Is not Alfred your friend ? and am 1 not his wife ? ” 



IX. 

“ Ax»d liavc 1 not, lady,*' he answer'd, . . . “respected 

/Tw rights as a fricnid, till himself he neglected 

Yom rights as a wife ? 1 )o you think 't is alone 

For three days I have loved you? My love may have grown 

I admit, day by day, since I first felt your eyes, 

In watching their tears, and in sounding your sighs. 

But, ’*f) lady! I loved you before I believed 

That your eyes evxir wept, or your heart ever grieved. 

Then I deem'd yo\i were happy — I deem'd you possess'd 
All the love you deserved, — and I hid in my breast 
*My own hive, till this hour — when I could not but feel 
Your grief gave me the right my own grief to reveal! 
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I knew, years ago, of the singular power 

Which Lucile o’er your liusbuud possess’d. Till the hour 

In whicli he reveal’d it himself, did I, — say ! — 

By a word, or a look, such a secret betroy? 

No I no ! do mo justice. I never have spoken 
Of this poor heart of mine, till all ties he had broken 
Which bound ymir heart to him. And now — now, that his love 
for another hath left your own heart free to rove, 

What is it, — even now, — that I kneel to implore you ? 

Only this. Lady Alfred! ... to let me adore you 
Uublamed: to have confidence in me: to spend 
On me not one thought, save to .think me your friend. 

Let me speak to you, — ah, let me speak to you still! 

Hush to silence my words in your heart, if you wilL 

I ask n» response ; 1 ask only your leavje 

To live yet in your life, and to grieve when you grieve ! ” 

X. 

“Leave me, leave me!” . . . she gasp’d, with a voice thick 
and low 

rr6m emotion. “ For pity’s .sake, Duke, let me go ! 

I feel that to blame we .should both of us be. 

Did I linger.’’ 

“To blame! yes, no doubt!" . . . answer’d he, 
"If the love of your husband, in bringing you i)eace, 

Had forbidden you hope. But he signs your relea.se 
By the hand of another. One moment! but one! 

Who knows when, alas! I may see you alone 
As to-night I have sefcn you? or when wo may meet 
As to-night we have met? when, entranced at your feet# 

As in this blessed hour, I may ever avow 

The thoughts which are pining for utterance now ? " 

"Duke! Duke!" ... she exclaim’d . . . “for heaven’s sake 
let me go! 

It is late. In the house they will miss me, I know. 
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We must not bo seen here together. The night 
Is advEnuing. I feel overwhelm’d with ofih'ight 1 
It is time to return to my lord.” 

, “To your lord?” 

He repeated, with lingering reproach on the word, 

“To your lord? do you think he awaits you, in truth? 

Is he anxiously missing your presence, forsooth? 

IJctum to your lord! . . . his restmint to renew? 

And hinder the glances which are not for you? 

No, no! ... at this moment his hx>ks seek the face 
Of another! another is there in your place! 

Another consoles him ! another receives 

The soft speech which from silence your absence relieves!" 


“You mistake, sir!” . . . resjunided a voice, calm, severe. 

And sad, . . . "You mistake, sh! that other is here.” 

£ug(^ue and Matilda Ixitli started. 

“ Lucile ! ” 

With a half-stifl(jd scream, as she felt herself reel 
Trom the place where she stood, cried Matilda. 

“Ho, hoi 

What I eavps-dropping, madam ?” . . . the Duke cried . . . "And so 
You were listening?” 

" Say, rather,” she said, that I heard. 
Without wishing to hesir it, tliat infamous word,— 

Heard — and therefore reply.” 

“Tlelle Comtesse,” said the Duke, 
With toncentrated wrath in the savage rebuke, ' 

Which laitray’d that he felt himself baffled . . . “you know 
That your place is not /mtc.” 

"Duke,” she answer’d him slow, 
“My place is wherever my duty is clear; 

And therefore my place, at this moment, is here. 
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0 lady, this morning my place was besi<le 

Your husband, l)ecause (as she said this she sigh'd) 

1 felt that from folly fast growing to crime — 

The crime of self-blindness — Heaven yet spared me time 
To save for the love of an innocent wife 
All that sucli love deserved in tlie heart and the life 
Of the man to whose heart and whose life you alone 
Ckn witli safety confide the pure trust of your own.” 

She turn'd to Matilda, and lightly laid on her 
Her soft quiet hand ... 

'T is, O lady, the homr 
Which that man has confided to you, that, in Ri)ite 
Of his friend, I now trust 1 mjiy y(»t save to-night — 
Save for Iboth of you, lady ! for yours 1 revere ; 

Due do Luvois, what say yoiW — my ])lace is not here?” 

XII. 

And, so saying, the hand of Matilda she caught, 

Wound one arm round her waist uiu'esisted, and sought 
(xently, softly, to draw her away from the S[)()t. 

The Duke stood confounded, and follow'd tin m not. 

But not yet the liouse had they re^ich'd when Lueile 
Her tender and (hdicate burden could feel 
Sink and falter beside her. Oh, then she knelt down, 
Flung her arms round Matilda, and press’d to her own 
The poor bosom beating against her. 

Tlie moon, 

Bright, breathless, and buoyant, and brimful of June, 
Floated up from the hillside, sloped over the vale, 

And poised herself loose in mid-heaven, with one pale, 
Minute, scintillescent, and tremulous star 
Swinging under her globe like a wizard-lit car, 

Thus to each of those women revealing the face 
-Of the other. Each bore on her features the trace 
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Of a vivid emotion. A deep inward shame 
The cheek of Matilda had flooded with flame. 
With her enthusiastic emotion, Lucile 
Trembled visibly yet; for she could not but feel 



That a heavenly hand was upon her that night, 

And it touch’d her pure brow to a heavenly light. 

“In the name of your husband, dear lady,” she said; » 

“ In the name of your mother, take heart ! Lift your head, 

¥or those blushes are noble. Alas! do not trust 
To that maxim of virtue made ashes and dust, 

Tluit the fault of the husband can cancel the wife’s. 

Take heart! and take lefuge and strength in your life’s . 

Pure silence, — theie, kneel, pray, and hope, weep, and wait!” 

“ Saved, Lucile ! ” sohb’d Matilda, “ but saved to what fate ? 
Tears, prayers, yes ! not hopes.” 

“ Hush ! ” the sweet voice replied. 
“Fool’d away by a fancy, again to your side 
Must your husband return. Doubt not this. And return 
For the love you can give, with the love that you yearn 
To receive, lady. What was it chill’d you both now? 

Not the abseiico iil love, but the ignorance how 

Love is nourish d by love. Well! henceforth you will prove 

VouJf heart worthy of love, — since it knows how to love.” 

XIII. 

“What gh'es you such power over me, that J feel 
Thus drawn to olx-y you? What are you, Lucile?” 
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Sigh’d Matilda, and lifted her eyes to the face 
Of Lucile. 

t There pass’d suddenly tlnough it the trace 

Of deep sadness; and o’er that fan toieliead came down 
A shadow which yet was too swi'ct toi a frown. 

“The pu])il mf sorrow, perchance*’’ . , . she leplied. 

"Of sorrow Matilda eiclaim’d . . “() confide 

To my hcait your allhction. In all you made known 
I should find some* instruction, no douht, for niy own ! ” 

“And T some consolation, no douht; for the tears 
Of another have not flow’d for me many yi'ars.” 


It was then that Matilda herself seuc'd the hand 
Of Lucile'in her own, and ujiliffed hei , and 
Thus together they enter’d the house. 


XIV. 


Of Matilda. 


’Twas the room 


The languid and delicate gloom 
Of a lainji of pure white alaha.ster, aloft 
From the ceiling suspended, aiound if slejit soft. 

The casement oped into the gaiden. Tlie pale 

Cool moonlight stream’d through it One lone nightingale 

Sung aloof in tlu* laurels 

And here, side hy side. 

Hand in hand, the two women sat dow'ii uud(*sciied. 

Save hy guardian angels. , 

As, when, sparkling yet 

From tlie rain, that, with drops that are jewels, leaves wet 
The bright head it humbles, a young rose inclines 
To some pale lily near it, the fair vision shines 
As one flower with two faces, in hush’d, tearful speech, 
lake the showery whispers of flowers, each to each 
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Link’d, and leaning together, so loving, so fair. 

So united, yet diverse, the two women there 

Look'd, indeed, liki' two Howers vipon one drooping stem. 

In the soft light that tenderly rested on them. 

All that soul said to .soul in that elnimber, who knows? 

All that heart gain’d from huirt? < 

Leave the lily, the rose 

Undisturh’d with tlieir secret within them. For who 
To the heart (tf the lloweret can follow the dew? 

A night full of stui’s ! O’er the silence, unseen. 

The footstej)S of .sentinel angels, between 
I'he dark laud and dcej) .sky were moving. You heard 
Pas.s’d from <‘arth tij) to heaven the happy watchword 
Which brighten’d the stars as amongst them it fell 
From earth’s heart, which it ea.se(l . . . “ All is ‘^well ! all is 
well ! ” 




CANTO IV. 


T. 

Tiik Poets pour wine ; and, wlion ’t is new, all d(‘cry it, 
But, once let it !)<» old, eveiy tritior must try it. 

And Polonius, who ])riiises no wine that’s not Massic, 
Comphiins of my verst*, that my verse is not classic. 

And Mis.^ Tilhurina, who sin^s, anti not badly, 

My earlier verses, sighs (\)mnioni)lace sadly ! ” 

As for you* () Polonius, you vex me but slightl;f, 

But you, Tilburina, your eyes beam so brightly 
despite of their languishing looks, on my wonl, 

Thajt to see you look cross I can scarcely allord. 

Yes! th(5 silliest wtnnan tliat smiles on a bard 
Better far than Longinus liiinself can reward 
The aj)X)eal to her feelings of whicli she apx)roves; 

And the critics I most care to ])lease are the.l..oves. 

Alas, friend 1 what hoots it, a stone at his head 
And a brass on his breast, — when a man is once dead? 
Ay! were fame the sole guerdon, i^oor guerdon were then 
Theirs who, strijixniig life bar^, stand forth models ft>r men. 
The reformer’s? — a creed by posterity learnt 
A century after its author is burnt ! 

The poet’s? — a laurel that hides the bald brow 
It hath blighted! The painter’s^ — ask Baphael now 
Which Madonna’s authentic! The statesman’s? — a name 
Por parties to blacken, or boys to declaim ! 
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The fioldier’s? — tlireo lines on the cold Abbey pavement! 
Were this all the life of the wise and the brave meant, 
All it ends in, thiiee better, NedPra, it were 
IJnregaicled to sport with thine odorous hair. 

Untroubled to lie at thy foot in the «^hade 



And be loml, ivlnle the roses yet bloom overhead, 

Than to sit by the lone hearth, and think the long thought, 
A sevens wd, blind schoolmaster, envied for nought 
Save till uaine of John Milton' For all men, indeed. 

Who 111 soino iLoi(‘e edition may graciously read> 

With fiUi il]u'»tiation, and erudite note, 

Tlie song which the })oet in bitterness wrote, 
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Beat the poet, and notably beat him, in this — 

The joy of the genius is theirs, whilst they miss 
The grief of the man : Tasso’s song — not his madness ! 

• Dante’s dreams — not his waking to exile and sadness I 
Milton’s music — but not Milton’s blincLiess! . . . 

• Yet rise. 

My Milton, and answer, with those noble eyes 
Wliich the glory of h(*aven hath blinded to (*urth! 

Say — the life, in the living it, savors of worth: 

That the dced,_ in the doing it, re.aehes its aim : 

That the fact has a value apart from the fame: 

That a deo]>er delight., in the mere labor, pays 
Scorn of lesser delights, and laborious days : 

And Shakespeare, though all Sliakes])t‘iire’s writings were lost. 
And his genius, though never a trace of it crossed 
Posterity’s ]mtli, not. the le.ss would have dwelt 
In the isle, with Miranda, with Hamlet have h'^jt 
All that Hamlet hath uthT’d, and haply where, ]nire 
jpn its death-bed, wrong’d Love lay, hav<5 moan’d with the Moor ! 


n. 

When Lord Alfred that night to the salon reium’d 
He found it deserted. The lamp dimly Imrn’d 
As though half out? of humor to find itself there 
Forced to light for no purpose a room that was bare. 

He sat down by the window alone. Never yet 
Did the heavens a lovelier evening beget 
Since Latona’s bright cliildbed that boro the new moon ! 
The dark world lay still, in a sort of sweet swoon. 

Wide open to heaven ; and the stars on the .stream 
Were trembling like eyes that are loved on the dream 
Of a lover; and all things were glad and at rest 
Save the unquiet heart in his own troubled breast 
He endeavor’d Jfo think — an unwonted employment, 
Which appear’d to afford him no sort of enjoyment 
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"Withdraw into yourself. But, if peace you seek there for, 
Your reception, befoieliaiid, be sure to preimre for,” 

Wrote the tutor of Nero; who wrote, be it said, 

Better far than he acted — but peace to the dead! 

He bled for his pupil: wliat more could he do? 

But Lord Alfred, when into himself he withdrew, 

Found all there in disorder. For more than an hour 
He sat with his head droop’d like some stubborn flower 
Beaten down by the rush of the rain — with such force 
Hid the thick, gushing thoughts hold upon him the course 
Of their sudden descent, rapid, rushing, and dim, 

From the cloud that had darken'd the evening for l^im. 

At one moment he rose — rose and open’d the door, 

And wistfully look’d down the dark corridor 
Toward the room of Matilda. Anon, with a sigh * 

Of an incomplete purpose, he crept quietly 
Back again to his place in a sort of submission 
To doubt, and return’d to his former position — 

That loose fall of the arms, that dull droop of the face. 
And the eye vaguely fix’d on impalpable space. 

The dream, which till then had been lulljpg his life, 

■As once Circe the winds, had seal’d thought; and his wife 
And his home for a time he had quite, like Ulysses, 
Forgotten; but now o’er the troubled abysses 
Of the spirit within him, aeolian, forth leapt 
To their freedom new-found, and resistlessly swept 
AH his heart into tumult, the thoughts which had been 
Long pent up in their mystic recesses unseen. 


rv. 

How long he thus sat there, himself he knewL not. 
Till hi' started, as though he were suddenly wiot, 
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To the sound of a voice too familiar to doubt, 

Which was making some noise in the passage without. 
A sound English voice, with a round English accent. 
Which the scared German echoes resentfully back sent; 
The complaint of a much disappointed cab-driver 
Mingled 4rith it, deinandiug .some ultimate stiver; 

Then, the heavy and hurried approach of a boot 
Which reveal’d by its sound no diminutive foot : 

And the door was Aung suddenly open, and on 
The threshold Lord Alfred by bachelor John 











: 
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Was seized in that sort of affectionate rage or 
Frenzy of hugs which some stout Ursa Major 
On some lean Ursa Minor would doubtless bestow 
With a warmth for which only starvation and snow 
Coilld render ^e gratefuL As soon as he could. 
Lord Alfred contrived to escape, nor be food 
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Any more for those somewhat voracious embraces. 

Then the two men sat down and suann’d each other’s faces; 
And Alfred could see that his cousin was taken 
With unwonted emotion. The hand that had shaken 
His own trembled somewhat. In truth he descried. 

At a glance, somethmg wrong. 

V. 

“What’s the matter?” he cried. 

“What have you to tell me?” 

JOHN. , 

What! have you not heard? 
ALFIIED. 

Heard what? 

JOHN. 

This sad business — 

ALFRED. 

I ? no, not a word. 

JOHN. 

You received my last letter? 

ALFIiF.0. 

I think so. If not, 

What then? 

JOHN. 

You have acted upon it? 


ALFRED. 


On what? 
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JOHN. 

The advice that I gave you — 

ALFRED. 

Advice? — let me see! 
You always * giving advice, Jack, to me. 

About Parliament was it? 


JOHN. 

Hang Parliament! no, 
The Bank, the Bank, Alfred ! 

ALFRED. 

What Bank ? 


JOHN. 

Heavens! I know 

You are careless; — but surely you have not forgotten, — 

Or neglected ... I warn’d you the whole thing was rotten. 
You^have drawn those deposits at least? 


ALFRED. 

No, 1 meant 

To have written to-day ; but the note shall be sent 
To-morrow, however 



To-morrow? too late! 

Too late ! oh, what devil bewitch’d you to wait ? 


ALFRED. 

Mercy save us! you don’t mean to say . . . 
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JOHN. 

Yes, I do. 


ALFBED. 

What! Sir Eidley? . . . 


JOHN. 

Smash’d, broken, blown up, bolted too. 


AliFKED. 

But his own niece ? . . In heaven’s name. Jack . . . 

* 

JOHN. 


Tlie old hypocritical scoundrel would . . . 

ALFBED. 


Oh* I told you 


Surely can’t mean we are ruin’d ? 


Hold! you 


JOHN. 

Sit down! 

A fortnight ago a report about town 
Made me most apprehensive. Alas, and alas! 

I at once wrote and warn’d you: Well, now let that pass. 

A run on the Bank about five days ago 
Confirm'd my forebodings too terribly, though. 

I drove down to the city at once: found the door 

Of tlie Bank close: the Bank had stopp’d payment at four. * 

Next morning the failure was known to be fraud: 

Warrant out for MacNab; but MacNab was abroad: 

Gone — wo cannot tell where. I endeavor’d to got 
Information: have leoru’d nothing certain as yet — 

Not even the way that old Eidley was gone: 
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Or whether they had been already call’d out: 

they arc not, their fate is, I fear, past a doubt 
Twenty families ruin’d, they say : what was left, — 
Unable to find any clew to the cleft 
The old foxT ran to earth in, — but join you as fast 
As I could, my dear Alfred?* 


He stopp’d here, aghast 

At the clxange in his cousin, the hue of whose face 
Had grown livid ; and glassy his eyes fix’d on space. 

“ Courage, courage ! ” . . . said John. . . . “ boar the blow like 
a man ! ” 

And he caught the cold hand of Lord Alfred. There ran 
Through that hand a quick tremor. “ I bear it,” he said, 

“ But Matilda ? the blow is to her ! ” And his head 
Seem’d forced down, as he .said it. 

JOHN. 

Matilda ? Pooh, pooh ! 

I half think I know the girl better than you. 

She has courage enough — and to spare. She cares less 
Than most women for luxury, nonsense, and dress. 


* These events, it is needless to say, Mr. Morse, 

Took place when Bad News as yet traveled by horse ; 
Ere the world, like a cockchafer, buzz'd on a wire, 


Or Time was calcined by electrical fire 


Ere a cable went nnder the hoary Atlantic, 

Or the word Telegram drove grammarians frantic 
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ALFRED. 

The fault haa been mine. 


JOHN. 

Be it yours to repair ’it: 
If you did not avert, you may help her to bear it 


ALFBED. 

T might have averted. 


JOHN. 

Perhaps so. But now 

There is clearly no use in considering how, * 

Or whence, came the mischief. The mischief is here. 
Broken shins are not mended by crying — that’s clear! 
One has but to rub them, and get up agam. 

And push on — and not think too much of the pain. 

And at least it is much that you see that to her 
You owe too much to think of yourself. You must stir* 
And arouse yourself, Alfred, for her sake. Who knows ? 
Something yot may be saved from this wreck. J suppose 
We shall make him disgorge all he can, at the least. 

" 0 Jack, r have been a brute idiot ! a beast ! 

A fool! I have sinn’d, and to lier I have sinn’dl 
I have been heedless, blind, inexcusably blind ! 

And now, in a ilash, 1 see all things ! ” 

As though 

To shut out tlie vision, he bow’d his head low 
On his hands ; and the great tears in silence roll’d on, 
And fell moniHutly, heavily, one after one. 

John felt no desire to find instant relief 
For the trouble he witness’d. 
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He guess’d, in the grief 

Of his cousin, the broken and heartfelt admission 
^Of some error demanding a heartfelt contrition : 

Some oblivion perchance which could plead less excuse 
To the heart of a man re-aroused to the use 
Of the conscience God gave him, than simply and merely 
The neglect for which now he wjis paying so dearly. 

So he rose without speaking, and paced up and down 
The long room, much afflicted, indeed, in his own 
Cordial heart for Matilda. 

Thus, silently lost 

In his anxious reflections, he cross’d and recruss’d 

The place where his cousin yet hopelessly hung 

O’er the table ; his fingers entwisted among 

The rich* curls they were knotting and dragging : and there. 

That sound of all sounds the most painful to hear, 

The sobs of a man! Yet so fax in his own 

Kindly thoughts was he -plunged, be already liad grown 

Unconscious of Alfred. 

And so for a space 
There was silence between them. 

VII. 

At last, with sad face 

He stopped short, and bent on his cousin awhile 
A pain’d sort of wistful, compassionate smile. 

Approach’d him, — stood o’er him, — and suddenly laid 
One hand on his shoulder — 

“ Where is she ? ” he said. 
Alfred lifted his face all disfigured with tears 
And gazed vacantly at him, like one that appears 
In some foreign language to hear himself greeted. 

Unable to answer. 

“ Where is she ? ” repeated 

His cousin. 
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JTe motion’d his hand to the door; 

“There, I tliiiik," he replied. Cousin John said no more, 
And appear’d to relapse to his own cogitations, 

Of which not a gesture vour*hsafed indications. ij 

So again there was silence. UjU 

A timepiece at last . ^ m * 
Struck the twelve strokes of midnight. HKj MM y 

Jtou.sed by them, he cast l^|ra| 

A half-look to the dial; then quietly | 

His arm round the iieek of his cousin, , j m 

and drew i w 

The hands down from his face. ' 1 

“ It is time she should know i P ' 

What has happen’d,” he said, . . . '' ■ § ‘ 

“let us go to her now.” i s || | 

Alfred started at ouce to his feet MiIiImV W tlV 

Drawn and wan ^ 

Though his face, he look’d more W ^ 

than his wont was — a man. I i| 

Strong for once, in his weakness. ‘ 

Uplifted, fill’d through ). '' ' > f 

With a manly resolve. .^8^ 

if that axiom he tnie 
Of the "Sum quia cogito,” I must opine 
That “ id sum quod cogito ” : — that which, in fine, 

A man tliinks and feels, with his whole force of thought 
And feeling, the man is himself. 

He had fought 

With himself, and rose up from his self-overthrow 
The survivor of much which that strife had laid low. 

At his feet, as he rose at the name of his wife. 

Lay in ruins 'the brilliant unrealized life 

Which, though yet unfuliill’d, seem’d till then, in that name. 

To be his, had lie claim’d it The' man’s dream of feme ' 
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And of power fell shatter’d before him; and only 
There rested the heart of the woman, so lonely 
^ In all save the love he could give her. The lord 
Of that heart he arose. Blush not, Muse, to record 
That his first thought, and last, at that moment was not 
Of the power and fame that seem’d lost to his lot, 

But the love that was left to it; not of tlie pelf 
He had cared for, yet squander’d; and not of himself, 

But of her; as lie murmur’d, 

“ One moment, dear .Tack ! 

We have grown up from boyhood together. Our track 
Has been through the same meadows in childhood : in youth 
Through the same silent gateways, to manhood. In truth. 
There is none that can know me as you do ; and none 
To whrtn I more wish to believe myself known. 

Speak the tnitli; you arc not wont to mince it, 1 know. 

Nor I, shall I shirk it, or shrink from it now. 

In de.spite of a wanton ’behavior, m spite 

Of vanity, folly, and pride. Jack, which might 

Have turn’d from me many a heart strong and true 

As your own, 1 have never turn’d round and mis.s’d YOU 

From my side in one hour of affliction or doubt 

By my own blind and heedless self-will brought about. 

Tell me truth. T)o I owe this alone to the sake 
Of those old recollections of boyhood that make 
In your heart yet some clinging and crying appeal 
From a judgment more harsh, which T cannot but feel 
Might have sentenced our friendship to death long ago ? 

Or is it ... (I would I could deem it were so ! ) 

That, not aU overlaid by a listless exterior, 

Your -heart has divined in me something superior 
To that which I seem ; from my innermost nature 
Not wholly expell’d by the world’s usurpaturc? 

Some instinct of earnestness, truth, or desire 
"For truth? Some one spark of the soul’s native fire 
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Moving under the ashes, and cinders, and dust 
Which life hath lieap’d o’er it? Some one fact to trust 
• And to hope in ? Or by you alone am I deem’d 
The mere frivolous fool J so often have seem’d 
To my own self ? ” 

JOHN. 

No, Alfred! you will, I believe. 

Be true, at the last, to what now makes you grieve 
For having belied your true nature so long. 

Necessity is a stem teacher. Be strong ! 

“ Do you think,” lie resumed . . . “ what I feel while I speak 
Is no more than a transient emotion, as weak 
As these weak tears would seem to betoken it?” 

JOHN. 

No! 

ALFRED. 

Thank you, cousin ! your hand then. And now I will go* 
Alone, Jack. Trust to me. 

VIII. 

JOHN. 

I do. But ’tis late. 

If she sleeps, you’ll not wake her? 

No, no! it will wait 

( Poor iufi^t ! ) too surely, this mission of sorrow j 
If slie sleeps, I will not mar her dreams of to-morrow. 

He open'd the dof'r, and pass’d out 

Cousin John 

Watch’d him wistful, and left him to seek her alona 
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IX. 

« His heart beat so loud when he knocked at her door, 

Ho could hear no reply from within. Yet once more 
He knock'd lightly. No answer. The handle ho tried : 

The door bpen'd: he enter’d the room undescried. 

X. 

No brighter than is that dim circlet of light 

Wliich enhaloes the moon when rains form on the night, 

The pale lamp an indistinct radiance shed 

Round the chamber, in which at her pure snowy bed 

Matilda was kneeling; so wrapt in deep prayer 

That slits knew not her husband stood watching her there. 

With the lamplight the moonlight had mingled a faint 
And unearthly effulgence which seem’d to acejuaint 
The whole place with a* sense of deep peace made secure 
By the presence of something angelic and pure. 

And not purer some angel (Irief carves o’er the tomb 
W^ere love lies, than the lady that kneel’ d in that gloom. 

She had put off her dress; and she look’d to his eyes 
Like a young soul escaped from its earthly disguise; 

Her fair neck and innocent shoulders were bare, 

And over them rippled her soft golden hair; 

Her simple and slender white bodice unlaced 
Confined not one curve of her delicate waist. 

As the light that, from water reflected, forever 
Trembles up through the tremulous reeds of a river, 

So the beam of her beauty went trembling in him, 

Through the thoughts it suffused with a sense soft and dim, 
Reproducing itself in the broken and bright 
Lapse and pulse of a million emotions. 

That sight 

*Bow'd his heart, bow’d his knee. Knowing scarce what he did, 
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To her side through the chamber he silently slid, 
And knelt down beside her— and pray’d at her side. 


XI. 

Upstarting, she then for the first time descried 
That her husband was near her; suffused with the blush 
Which came o’er lier soft pallid check with a gush 
Where the tears sparkled yet. 



As a young fawn uncouches, 
Shy with fear, from the fem where some hunter approaches. 
She shrank back; he caught her, and circling his arm 
Bound her waist, on her brow press’d one kiss long and warm. 
Then her fear changed in impulse; and hiding her face 
Ou his breast, she hung lock’d in a clinging embrace 
With her soft arms wound heavily round him, as though 
She fear’d, if their clasp were relax’d, he would go: 

Her smooth naked shoulders, uncared for, convulsed 
By sob after sob, while her bosom yet pulsed 
In its pressure on his, as the effort within it 
Lived and died with each tender tumultuous minute. 

“0 Alfred, 0 Alfred! forgive me,” she cried — 

“Foigivc me!” 

"Forgive you, my poor child!” he sigh’d; 
"But I never have blamed you for au^t that I know. 

And I have not one thought that xeproadhes you now." 
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From her arms he unwound himself gently. And so 
He forced her down softly beside him . Below 
The canopy shadmg their couch, they sat dowp. 

And he said, clasping firmly her hand in his own, 

"When a proud man, Matilda, Ivas found out at length, 

That he is (but a child in the midst of his strength. 

But a fool in his wisdom, to whom can he own 
The weakness which thus to himself hath been shown? 

From whom seek the strength which his need of is sore, 
Although in his pride he might perish, before 
He could plead for the one, or the other avow 
’Mid his intimate friends? Wife of mine, tell me now. 

Do you join me in feeling, in that darken’d hour. 

The sole friend that can have the right or the power 

To be af his side, is the woman that sliares 

His fate, if he falter; the woman that bears 

The name^dear for her sake, and hallows the life 

She has mingled her own with, — in short, that man’s wife?” 

“ Yes,” murmur’d Matilda, “ O ye.s ! ” 

“Then,” ho cried, 

"This chamber in which we two sit, side by side 

(And his arm, as he spoke, seem’d more softly to press her). 

Is now a confessional — you, my confessor!” 

“I?” she falter’d, and timidly lifted her head. 

“Yes! but first answer one other question,” he said: 

"When a woman once feels that she is not alone; 

That the heart of another is warm’d by her own; 

That another feels with her whatever she feel. 

And halves her existence in woe or in weal; 

That a man for her sake will, so long as he lives. 

Live to put forth his strength which the thought of her gives; 
Live to shield her from want, and to sliare with her sorrow ; 
live to solace the day, and provide for the morrow; ^ 

Will that woman feel less than another, O say. 

The loss of what life, sparing this, takes away? 
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Will she feel (feeling this), when calamities come, 

That they brighten tlie heart, though they darken the home ? ’’ 

She turn’d, like a soft rainy heaven, on liim 

Eyes that smiled through fresh tears, trustful, tender, and dim. 

"Tliat woman,” she murmur’d, “indeed were thrice blest!’’ 

“Tlien courage, true wife of my heart!” to his breast 

As he folded and gather’d her closely, he cried. 

“ For the refuge, to night in these arms open’d wide 
To your heart, can be never closed to it again, 

And this room is for both an asylum! Eor when 
1 pass’d through that door, at the door I left there 
A calamity, sudden, and heavy to bear. 

One step from tliat thre.shold, and daily, I fear. 

We must face it henceforth: but it enters not here. 

For that door shuts it out, and admits here alone ** 

A heart which calamity leaves all your own!” 

She started . , . “Calamity, Alfred! to you?” , 

“To both, my poor child, but ’twill bring with it too 
The courage, I trust, to subdue it.” 

“O speak! 

Speak!” she falter’d in tones timid, anxious, and weak. 

“ O yet for a moment,” he said, “ hear me on ! 

. Matilda, this mom we went forth in the sun, 
like ihose children of sunshine, the bright summer flies, 

That sport in the sunbeam, and play tlirough the skies 
While the skies smile, and heed not each other: at last, 

When their sunbeam is gone, and their sky overcast. 

Who recks in what ruin they fold their wet wings? 

So indeed the mom found us, — poor frivolous things ! 

Now our sky is o’eroast, and our sunbeam is set. 

And the night brings its darkness around us. Oh, yet. 

Have we weather’d no storm through those twelve cloudless 
hours? 

Yes; you, u<*j, have wept! 


“ While 'the world was yet oats« 
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Wliile ita sun was upon us, its incense stream’d to us. 
And its myriad voices of joy seem’d to woo us, 

^ We stray’d from each other, too far, it may be. 

Nor, wantonly wandering, then did I see 
How deep was my need of tliee, dearest, how great 
Was thy claim on my heart and thy share in my fate! 
But, Matilda, an angel was near us, meanwhile 
Watching o’er us, to warn, and to rescue I 



“That smile 

Which yqu saw with suspicion, that presence you eyed 
With resentment, an angel’s they were at your side 
And at mine; nor perchance is the day all so far. 

When wc both in our prayers, when most heartfelt they are. 
May murmur the name of tliat woman now gone 
From our sight evermore. 

“Here, this evening, alone, 

1 seek your forgiveness, in opening my heart 
Unto yours, — from this clasp be it never to part! 

Matilda, the fortune you brought mo is gone. 

But a prize richer far than tlmt fortune has won 
It is yours to confer, and I kneel for that prize, 

'T is the heart of my wife ! ” With suffused happy eyes 
She sprang from her seat, flung her arms wide apart. 

And tenderly closing them round him, his heart 
Clasp’d in one close embrace to her bosom; and there 
Droop’d her head on his shoulder; and sobb’d. 

Not despair. 

Not sorrow, not even the sense of her loss. 
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Flow’d in those happy tears, so oblivious she was 
Of all save the sense of her own love! Anon, 

However, his words rush’d back to her. “AH gone, 

The fortune you brought me!” 

And eyes that were dim 

With soft tears she upraised: but those tears were for him. 

“ Gone ! iny husbaud ? ” she said, “ tell me all I see I I need. 
To sober this rapture, so selfish indeed. 

Fuller sense of affliction.’’ 

“Poor innocent child!’’ 

He kiss’d her fair forehead, and mournfully smiled. 

As ho told her the tab* he had heard — something more 
The gaiP found in loss of what gain lost of yore. 

“Ilest, my heart, and luy brain, and my right hand for you; 
And with these, my Matilda, what may I not do? * 

You know not, I knew not myself till this hour, 

Which so sternly reveal’d it, my nature’s full powey.” 

“And I too,” she murmur’d, “1 too am no more 
The mere infant at heart you have known me before. 

I have suffer’d since then. I have leam’d much in life. 

O take, with the faith I have pledged as a wife. 

The heart I have loarn’d as a woman to feel! 

For I — love you, my husband!” 

As though to conceal 
Less from him, than herself, what that motion express’d, 

She dropp’d her bright head, and hid all on his breast 
“0 lovely as woman, beloved as wife! 

Evenii^ star of my heart, light forever my life! 

If from eyes fix’d too long on this base earth thus far 
You have miss’d your due homage, dear guardian star, 

B^eve that, uplifting those eyes unto heaven, 

Tjbiiee 1 mh you, and know you, and bless the light given 
lead me to life’s late achievement ; my own. 

My blessing; my treasure, my all things in one!” 
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XII. 

How lovely she look’d in the lovely moonlight, 

That stream’d thro’ the pane from the blue bahny night! 
How lovely she look’d in her own lovely youth, 

As she clung to liis side full of trust, and of truth! 

How lovely to him, as he tenderly press’d 
Her young head on his bosom, and sadly caress’d 
The glittering tresses which now shaken loose 
Shower’d gold in his hand, as he smooth’d them! 

XIII. 

0 Muse, 

Interpose not one pulse of thine own heating heart 
’Twixt these two silent souls ! There ’s a joy beyond art. 
And beyond sound the music it makes in the breast. 

I 

XIV. 

Here were lovers twice wed, that were hai»py at least! 

No music, save such iis the nightingales sung, 

j 

Breath’d their bridals abroad ; and no cresset, uphuug. 

Lit that festival hour, save what soft light was given 
From the pure stars that peopled the deep-])ur])le heaven. 
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He open’d the casement: he led lier with him, 

Hush’d in heart) to the terrace, dipp’d cool in the dim 



Lustrous gloom of the shadowy laurels. They heard 
Aloof the invisible, rapturous bird. 

With her wild note bewildering the woodlands: they saw 
Not unheard, afar off, the hill-rivulet draw 

long ripple of moon-kindled wavelets .with cheer 
j.^roru the throat of the vale; o’er the dark-sapphire sphere 
The inilih multitudinous lights lay asleep, 

Pastured free on the midnight, ar^d bright as the sheep 
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Of Apollo*in pastoral Thrace; from unknown 
Hollow glooms freshen’d odors around them wore blown 
Intermitting^ ; then the moon dropp’d from their sight, 
Immersed in the mountains, and put out the light 
Which no longer they needed to read on the face 
Of each other’s life’s last revelation. 

* The place 

Slept sumptuous round them; and Naturo, tint never 
Sleeps, hut waking reposes, with patient endeavor 
Continued about them, unheeded, unseen. 

Her old, quiet toil in the heart of the green 

Summer silence, preparing new buds for new blossoms, 

And stealing a finger of change o’er the bosoms 

Of the unconscious woodlands ; and Time, that- halts not 

His forces, how lovely soever the spot 

Where their march lies — the wary, gray strategist. Time, 

With the armies of Life, lay encamp’d — Grief and Crime, 

Love and Faith, in the darkness unheeded; maturing. 

For his great war with man, new surprises; securing 
All outlets, pursuing and puslung his foe 
To his last narrow refuge — the grave. 
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XV, 

Sweetly though 

Smiled the stars like new hopes out of heaven, and sweetly 
Their hearts beat thanksgiving for all things, completely 
Confiding in that yet untrodden existence • 

Over which they were pausing. To-morrow, resistance 
And struggle; to-night. Love his hallow’d device 
Hung fortli, and proclaim’d his serene armistice. 
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WiTKNT Lucile left Matilda, she sat for long hours 
In her chamber, fatigued by long overwrought powers, 
*Mid the signs of departure, about to turn back 
To her old vacant life, on her old homeless track. 

She felt her heart falter within her. She sat 
Like som^poor player, gazing dejectedly at 
The insignia of royalty worn for a night; 

Exhausted, fatigued, with the dazzle and light, 

And the effort of passionate feigning; who' thinks 
Of her own meagre, rush-lighted garret, and shrinks 
From the chill of the change that awaits her. 


ii. 

From these 

Oppressive, and comfortless, blank reveries. 

Unable to sleep, she descended the stair 
That led from her room to the garden. 

The air, 

With the chill of the dawn, yet unris’n, but at hand, 
Strangely smote on her feverish forehead. The land 
Lay in darkness and change, b’ke a world in its grave: 

No sound, save the voice of the long river wave, 

And the crickets that sing all the night! 

She stood still, 

Vaguely watching the thin cloud that curl’d on the hilL 
Emotions, long pent in her breast, were at stir. 
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And the deeps of the spirit were troubled in her. 

Ah, pale woman I wJjat, with that heart-broken look, 

Didst thou read then in nature’s weird heart-breaking book? 
Have the wild rains of heaven a father ? and who ' 

Hath in pity begotten the drops of the dew? 

Orion, Arcturus, who pilots them both? • 

What leads forth in his season the bright Mazaroth? 

Hath the daikncss a dwelling, — save tliere, in those eyes? 
And what name hath that half-reveal’d hope in the skies? 
Ay, question, and listen! What answer? 

The sound 

. Of the long river wave through its stone-troubled bound. 

And the crickets that sing all the night. 

There are hours 

Which belong to unknown, supernatural powers, • 

Whose sudden and solemn suggestions are all 

That to this race of worms, — stinging creatures,^ that crawl, 

lie, and fear, and die daily, beneath their own stings, — 

Gan excuse the blind boost of inherited wings. 

When the soul, on the impulse of anguish, hath pass’d 
Beyond anguish, and risen into rapture at last; * 

When she traverses nature and space, till she stands 
In the Chamber of Tate; where, through tremulous hands. 
Hum the threads from an old-fashion’d distaff uncurl’d. 

And those three blind old women sit spinning the world. 
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,The dark was blanch’d wan, overhead. One green star 
Was slipping from sight in the pale void afar; 

The spirits of change, and of awe, with faint breath, • 
Were shiftihg the midnight, above and beneath. 

The spirits of awe and of change were around, 

And about, and upon her. 

A dull muffled sound, 

And a hand on her hand, like a ghostly surprise, 

And she felt herself fix’d by the hot hollow eyes 
Of the Frenchman before her: those eyes seem’d to burn. 
And scorch out the darkness between them, and turn 
Into fire as they fix’d her. He look’d like tlie shade 
Of a creature by fancy from solitude made, 

And sent forth by the darkness to scare and oppress 
Some soul# of a monk in a waste wilderness. 


IV. 

“A*t last, then — at last, and alone — I and thou, 
Lucile de Nevers, have we met? 

“Hush! I know 

Not for me was the tryst. Never mind! it is mine; 
And whatever led hither those proud steps of thine, 
They remove not, until we have spoken. My hour 
Is come; and it holds thee and me in its power. 

As the darkness holds both the horizons. ’Tis well! 
The timidest maiden that e’er to tlie spell 
Of her first lover’s vows listen’d, hush’d with delight, 
When soft stars were brightly uphanging the night, 
Never listen’d, I swear, more unquestioningly. 

Than thy fate hath compell’d thee to listen to me ! ” 
To the sound of his voice, as though out of a dream, 
Sh© appear’d with a start to awaken. 
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The stream, 

When he ceased, took the night with its moaning again,- • 

Like the voices of spirits departing in pain. 

“Continue,” she answer’d, “I listen to hear.” 

For a moment he did not reply. 

Throiigh the drear 
And dim light between iliem, she saw that his face 
Was disturb’d. To and fro he continued to pace. 

With his anus folded close, and the low restless ptride 
Of a panther, in circles around her, first wide. 

Then narrower, nearer, and quicker. At last 
He stood still, and one lung look upon her he cast. 

“LucilQ, dost thou dare to look into my face? 

Is the sight so repugnant? ha, well! Canst thou trace 
One word of thy writing in tliis wicked scroll. 

With thine own name scrawl’d through it, defacing a soul? 

In his face there was something so wrathful and wil d, — 

That the sight of it scared her. 

He saw it, and smiled, 

And then turn’d him from her, renewing again 
That short restless stride; as though searching in vain 
For the point of some purpase within him. 

“ Lucile, 

You shudder to look in my face: do you feel 
No reproach when you look in your own heart?” 

“ No, Duke, 

In my conscience I do not deserve your rebuke: 

Not yours!” she replied. 

“No,” he mutter’d again. 

“Gentle justice! you first bid Life hope not, and then 
To Despair you say ‘Act not!’” 


V. 

He watch’d her awhile 

With a chill sort of restless and suffering smil& 
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They stood by the wall of the garden. The skies, 

D&rk, sombre, were troubled with vague prophecies 
Of the dawn yet far distant The moon had long set. 

And all in a glunmering light, pale, and wet 
With the night-dews, the white roses sullenly loom’d 
Bound about her. She spoke not At length he resumed. 
“Wretched creatures we are! I and thou — one and all! 

Only able to injure each other, and fall 

Soon or late, in that void which ourselves we prepare 

For the souls that we boast of! weak insects we are! 

0 heaven ! and what has become of them ? all 
Those instincts of Eden surviving the Fall: 

That glorious faith in inherited things: 

That sense in the soul of the length of her wings; 

done ! all gone ! and the wail of the night wjnd sounds human. 

Bewailing those once nightly visitants! Woman, 
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Woman, 'what hast thou done with my youth? Give again. 
Give me back the young heart tliat I gave thee ... in vainl" 
" Duke ! ” she falter’d. 

“Yes, yes!” he went on. "I was not' 
Always thus! what 1 once was, 1 have not forgot.” 


VI. 

As the wind that heaps sand in a desert, there stirr’d 
Through his voice an emotion that swept every word 
Into one angry wail , as, with feverish change. 

Ho continued his monologue, fitful and strange. 

“ Woe to him, in whose uature, once kindled, the torch 
Of Passion burns downward to blacken and scorch ! 

But shame, shame and sorrow, O woman, to thee 
Whose hand sow’d the seed of destruction in me 1 * 

Whoso lip taught the lesson of falsehood to mine! 
Whoso looks made me doubt lies that look’d so div^el 
My soul by thy beauty was slain in its sleep; 

And if tears I mistrust, 'tis tliat thou too canst weepjj^. 
Well! . . . how utter soever it be, one mistake 
In the love of a man, what more change need it make 
In the steps -of his soul through the course love began, 
Than all other mistakes in the life of a man ? 

And I said to myself, ‘T am young yet: too yom^ 

To have wholly survived my own portion among 
The great needs of man’s life, or exhausted its joys; 
What is broken ? one only of youth’s pleasant toys ! 
Shall I be the less welcome, wherever I go. 

For one passion survived ? No ! the roses will blow 
As of yore, as of yore will the nightingales sing. 

Not less sweetly for one blossom cancell’d from Spring! 
Hast thOQ loved, O my heart? to thy love yet remains 
AU the wide loving-^kindness of nature. The plains 
And the hills with each summer their verdure renew. 
lifottldBt thog he as they are? do thon then as they do. 
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Lot tlui doad sloop in peaco. Would the liviiipj divint* 

Whoro tlicy sliiinbor^ Lot only now Howoin ho tlio sii»n ! 

Vain ! all vain I . . . For wlion, langhiiijj;, tlio wino 1 would <[ualh 
I roiiKnnhorM loo well all it cost uk* to lauyh. 

Tliroii^h the n^vol it was but tlio old son;^ I hoard, 

Throii^li the crow’d tbo olil footstoi)s Ix'liind iiu* llu*y stirrM, 

In tlio nii>lit-wind, Iho starli{»bt, the iiniriniirs of (*von, 

In Ibo ardors of oartli, and tho languors of hoavon, 

I could trace nothing more, nothing unjrc through tlu* S]di(*r(‘s» 
Ihit tlio sound c)f old sobs, and tho tracks of old tears ! 

It w^as with nio tlu^ night long in dreaming or w'^aking, 
it abided in loathing, wlnui daylight was breaking, 

Tlu‘ luirtlien of tlu* bittornoss in mol Behold, 

All fify days won^ become as a tale that is told. 

And I said to niy sight, ‘ No good thing shalt thou s(‘(% 

For the noonday is turned to darkness in nn*. 

In the house of Oblivioti my bed 1 ha ‘Mi made.* 

And 1 said to the grave, ' Lo, my father!* and said 
To the WM»rm, M^o, my sister!* The dust to the died. 

And OIK* end to the wicked shall be with tlu* jusi !’' 

vn. 

He erased, as a wind that wails out on the night, 

And moans itself mute. Tliroiigli the indistinct light 
A voice clear, and tender, and ])ure with a tom* 

Of inelfable ])ity rejiliiul to his own. 

“And say you, and deem you, that 1 wr(*ek*d your life ^ 

Alas ! Due <le Luvois, liad I b(*en your wife* 

By a fraud of tlie li(*art wliieh could yield yon aloiu* 

For the love in your nature a lie in my own. 

Should T not, in decei^dng, have injured you w^orsi* f 
Yes, T then should liave meritcsl justly your cursi*, 

For 1 then should have wrong’d you!** 

“ Wrong’d ! ali, is it so > 



268 


LUCILE. 


PAJIT II. 


You could never hav(' loved me?” 

"Duke!” 

“ Never ? oh no ' ” 

(Ho broke into a fierce, angry laugh, as he said) 

“Yet, lady, you knew that 1 loved you: you led 
My love on to lay to its heart, hour by hour, . 

All the pale, cniel, beautiful, imssionless power 
Shut up in that cold face of yours ! was this well ? 

Ihit enough ! not on you would I vent the wild hell 
Which has grown in my heart. Oh that man, first and last 
lie tramples in triumph my hfe ! he has cast 
Ills shadow ’twi.\'t me <ind the sun ... let it pass! 

My hate yet may find him!” 

She murmur’d, “Alas! 

These* words, at lea.st, .spare me the pam of reply. 

Enough, Due de LuvoLsI farewell. I shall try 
To forget every word I have lieard, every sight ^ 

That has grieved and ai)paird me in this wretched night 
Wliich must witness our final farewell. May you, Duke, 

Never know greater cause yoiir own heart to rebuke 
Tlian mine thus to wong and afllict you have had! 

Adieu ! ” 

“ Stay, LupUe, .stay ! ”... ho groaned. . . . “ T am mad, 
Hmtalked, blind with pain! I know not what I said. 

I meant it not. Hut” (he moan’d, drooping his head) 

“ Forgive me ! I — have I so wrong’d you, Lucile ? 

T . . . have I . . . forgive me, forgive me!” 

“I feel 

Only sad, very sad to the soul,” she said, “far, 

Far too sad for resentment.” 

“Yet stand as you are 
( bie moment,” he murmur’d. “ I think, could I gaze 
Thus awhile on your face, the old innocent days 
Would pome back upon me, and this scorching heart 
Free itself in hot tears. Do not, do not depart 
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Thus, Lucilc ! stay one moment. I know why yon shrink, 

Why you shudder; I rend in your face- what you tliiiik. 

Do not speak to mo of it. And yet, if you will, 

Whatever you say, my own lips shall bo still. 

T lied. And the truth, now, could justify nou}»ht. 

There aro battles, it may be, in which to have fought 
Is more shajiiefnl than, .simply, to fail. Yet, Lucil(>, 

Ifad you holjiM me to bear what you forced me to feel — ” 
“(lould I helj* you,” she murmur’d, "but what ean I soy 
That your life will resjiond to?” "My life?” he sigh’d. "Nay, 
My life hath brought forth only evil, and tlunv 
The wihi wind hath ])1anted the wild weed : yet cro 
You exclaim, ‘ Fling the weed to the Haines,’ think again 
Why the field is so barren. With all other men 
First l*ove, though it j)ori.sh from 
life, only goes 

Like tlu^ primrose that falls tf) make 
way for the r<ise.' 

For a man, at least most men, may 
love on through lifi*: 

Love in fame ; love in knowledge ; 
in work : earth is rife 

With labor, and therefore, with love, for a man. 

Tf one love fails, another succeeds, and the plan 
Of man’s life includes love in all objects ! Tint I ^ 

All such loves from my life through its whole destiny 
Fate excluded. The love that I gave you, alas ! 

Was the sole love that life gave to me. I^ct that })as8! 

It perish’d, and all perish’d with it. Ambition * 

Wealth left nothing to ad<l to my social condition. 

Fame? But fame in itself presui>posc8 some great 
Field wherein to pursue and attain it. The State ? 

I, to cringe to an upstart? The Camp? I, to draw 
From its sheath the old sword of the Dukes of LuvoLs 
To defend usurpation ? Books, then ? Science, Art ? 
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Blit, alas ! 1 was fasliion’d for action : my heart, 
Wither’d thing though it he, I sliould hardly compress 
'Twixt the leaves of a treatise on Statics: life’s stress 
Needs scojh*,, not contraction! what rests? to wear out 
At some dark northern •ctant an existence, no doubt. 

In wretched and }»altry intrigne.s for a causcj 
As hopeless as is iny «)wn life I By the laws 
Of a fate 1 can neither control nor dispute, 

J am wliat 1 am 1 ” 


VIII. 

I’or a while she was mute. 

Then she answer’d, “ We are, our own fates. Our own deeds 
Are our doomsmen. Man’s life was made not for men’s creeds. 
But men’s actions. And, Due de Luvoia, I might say 
'fhat all life attests, that ‘ the will makes the way.’ 

Is the land of our birth hsss th(j land of our birth. 

Or its claim the less strong, or its cau.se the less worth 
Our upholding, beesmse the white lily no more 
Ts as sacred as all that it bloom’d for of yore ? 

Y<*t be that as it may lx; ; 1 cannot perchance 
.Judge this matU'r. I am but a woman, and France 
lias for me simjder duties. I.arge hope, thougli, Eugene 
Dc L'lvois, should be yours, nien*, i‘- purpose in pain, 
(Hherwise it wc,re dovili.sh. I trust in my soul 
That the great master hand which sweeps over the whole 
Of this deep har]» of life, if at moments it stretch 
To shrill ttnision some one wailing nerve, means to fetch 
Its response the truest, most stringent, and smart. 

Its pathiw the purest, from out the wrung heart, 

Wh(>8e faculties, fla('cid it may be, if less 
Shaiidy strung, sharply smitten, had fail’d to express 
Just th(‘ one note the great final harmony needs. 

And what lu'st proves there’s life in a heart? — that it bleeds! 
Grant a cause to remove, grant an end to attain. 
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Grant both to bo jnst, and what mercy in pain ! 

Cease tho sin witli Hit* sorrow ! See inoruing begin ! 

Pain must bum itself out if not fuell’d by sm. 

^ There is ho]»e in yon hill-tops, and love in yon light. 

Ijot hate aud despondency die with the night ! ” 

• 

He was moved by her words. As some jioor wretch coufineil 
In cells loud with moauingle.ss langliter, wliose mind 
Wanders trackless amidst its own ruins, may hear 
A voice heard long since, silenced many a yeai‘. 

And now, ’mid mad ravmgs reeapturi'd again. 

Singing through the caged lattice a once well-known strain, 
Which brings hack his boyhiKid njam it, until 
The mind’s ruin’d oriwices graciously fill 
With rihisie aud memory, and, as it were, 

Tlie long-troubled spirit grows slowly aware 

Of the imickery round it, and shrinks fi’oiu each thing 

It once sought, — the iMior idiot wlio jiass’d for a king, 

Hard by,* with his squalid straw crown, now confess’d 
A madman more painfully mad tlian the rest, — 

So the sound of her voice, as it there wander’d o’er 
Ilis echoing heart, seem’d in part to restore 
The forces of thought ; he recaptured tho whoh' 

Of his life by the light which, in pa.ssing, hen’ soul 

Reflected on his: he apjxiar’d to awake 

From a dream, aud ]wrceive(l be bad dream’d a mistake: 

His spirit was soften’d, yet troubled in him : 

He felt his lips falter, his eyesight grow dim, 

But he murmur’d . . . 

" Lucile, not for iiui that sun’s light 
Which reveals — not restores — the wild havoc of night. 

There are some creatures bom b)r tho night, not the- day. 
Broken-hearted the nightingale hides in the spray, 

An d the owl’s moody mind in hi.s own hollow tower 
Dwells muffled Be darkness henceforward my dower. 
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Light, be sure, in thnt darkness tliere dwells, by which eyes 
Grown familiar with ruins may yet recognize 
Enough desolation.” 


IX. 

"The pride that claims here 
On earth to itself (howsoever severe 
To itself it may be) God’s dread office and right 
Of punishing .sin, is a sin in heaven’s sight. 

And against hea’ eu’s .service. 

“ Eugene de Luvois, 

Leave the judgment to Him who alone knows the law. 
Surelj^ no man can be his own judge, least of all 
His own doomsiuan.” 

Her words seem’d to fall 
With the weight of tears in them. 

He look’d up, and saw 
That sad serene countenance, mournful as law 
And tender as pity, bow’d o’er him : and heard * 

In some thicket the matiual chirp of a bird. 


X. 

“ Vulgar natur(‘s alone suffer vainly. 

" Eugene,” 

She continued, " in life we have met once again. 

And once more life parts us. Yon day-spring for me 
Lifts the veil of a future in wliich it may be 
We shall meet nevermore. Grant, oh grant to me yet 
The belief that it is not in vain we have met! 

T plead for the future. A new'* horoscope 
r wonld oast: will you read it? I plead for a hope: 

T plead for a memory ; yours, yours alone. 

To restore or to spare. Let the hope be your own. 

Be the meioory mina 


“ Once of yore, when for man 
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Faith yet lived, ere this age of the sluggard began, 

Men, aroused to the knowledge of evil, iled far 
From the faduig rose-gardens of sense, to the war 
' With the Pagan, the cave in the desert, and sought 
Not repose, hut emi)loymout in action or thought. 

Life’s strong earnest, in all things ! (.»h think not of me. 
But youiS(*lf ! for 1 plead for your own destiny . 

I jilead for your life, with its duties undone. 

With its claims imappeased, and its trophies unwon ; 

And in pleading for life’s fair fulfilment, I plead 
For all that you miss, and for all that you need.” 


XI. 

Through the calm crystal air, faint and far, as she spoke, 
A clear, ‘chilly chime from a church-turret broke ; 
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^ud tlie sound of her voice, with the sound of the bell, 

On his ear, -whore h(‘ kiioel’d, softly, soothingly fell. 

All within Jiim was wild and confused, as within 
A chamber descitcxi in some roadside inn, 

Wliere, passing, wild travellers paused, over-night. 

To quair and carou.>,o ; in each socket each light 
Is extinct; crash’d the glasse-s, and scrawl’d is the wall 
With wild ribald ballads: serenely o’er all. 

For the lirst time perceived, where the dawn-light creeps faint 
Tlurough the wrecks of tliat orgy, the face of a saint. 

Seen Uirough some broken frame, appears noting meanwhile 
The niin all round with a sorrowful smile. 

And he gazed round. The curtains of Darkness half drawn 
Oped behuid her; and pure as the pure light of dawn 
She stowl, bathed in morning, and seem’d to his eyes 
From then sight to be melting away in the skies 
That expanded around her. 


XII. 

There pass’d througli his head 
A fancy — a vision. That woman was dead 
He had loved long ago — loved and lost ! dead to him. 
Dead to all the life left him ; but there, in the dun 
J;ewy light of the dawn, stood a sjiirit ; ’t was hers ; 

And he said to the sinil of Lucile de Nevers : 

“ 0 soul to its sources departing away ! 

Pray for mine, if one soul for another may pray. 

I to ask have no right, thou to give hast no power, 

One hope to my heart. But in this parting hour 
I iiume not roy heart, and I speak not to thine. 

Answer, soul of Lucilc, to this dark soul of mine, 

Ddes not soul owe, to soul, wliat to heart heart denies, 
Hojxi, when hope is salvation ? Behold, in yon skies. 

This Wild night is passing away while I speak ; 

Lo, al)«)ve us, the day-spring beginning to break ! 
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Something wakens within me, and warms to tlie beam. 

Is it hope that awakens ? or do 1 but dream ? 

I know not. It may be, perchance, the lirst spark 
Of a new light witliin me to solace the dark 
Unto which I return ; or perchance it may bo 
Tlie last spark of fires lialf extmguisli’d in me. 

I know not. Thou goest tliy way : I my own : 

For good or for evil, I know not. Alone 

This I know ; we are parting. I wish’d to say more, 

But no matter ! ’t will pass. All between us is o’er. 

P’orget the wil'd words of to-night. ’T was the pain 
For long years hoarded uj), that rush’d from me again. 

J was unjust : forgive me. Spare now to reprove 
Other words, other deeds. It was madness, not love. 

That yoif thwarted this night. What is done is now done. 
Death remains to avenge it, or life to atone. 

I was madden’d, delirious ! I saw you return 

To lum — not to me ; and I felt my heart bum 

With a fierce thirst for vengeance — and thus ... let it pass ! 

Long thoughts these, and so inief tlie moments, alas! 

Thou goest thy way, and I mine. I supjiose 

’T is to meet nevermore. Is it not so ? Who knows. 

Or who heeds, where the exile from Paradise flies ^ 

► 

Or what altars of his in the desert may rise ’ 

Is it not so, Lucile ? Well, well! Thus then wo part 
Once again, soul from soul, as before heart from heart 1 ” 

XIII. 

And again clearer far than the chime of the bell, 

That voice on liis sense softly, soothingly fell. 

“Our two paths must part ue, Eug^-ne; for my own 
Seems no more through that world in which henceforth aldne 
Ton must work out (as now I believe that you will) 

The hope which -you speak of. That work I shall still 
(If I live) watch and welcome, and bless far away. 
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Doubt not this. But mistake not the thought, if I say. 

That the great moral combat between human life 
And each human soul must be single. The strife 
None can share, though by all its results may be known. 
When the soul anus for battle, she goes forth alone. 

I say n(it, indeed, we sliall meet nevermore. 

For 1 know not. Hut meet, as we have met of yore, 

I know that we f*annot Perchance we may meet 
IJy the death-bed, tlw* tomb, in the crowd, in the street. 

Or in solitude even, but never again 

Shall wo meet from henceforth as we have met, Eugene. 

For we know not the way we are going, nor yet 

Where our two ways may meet, or may cross. Life hath set 

No landmarks before us. But this, this alone, 

I will ])romise : whatever your path, or my own, * 

If, for once in the conflict before you, it chance 

That th<‘ Dragon prevail, and with cleft shield, and lance 

•Lost or shatter’d, Inmie down by the stre.ss of the war. 

You falU'r and Jiesitatc, if from afar 

1, still watching (unknown to yourself, it may be) 

O’er the couilict to which I conjure you, should see 
That my ])reseuce could rescue, support you, or guide, 

In the hour of tliat need I shall be at your side. 

To warn, if you will, or incite, or control ; 

And again, ono(} again, we shall meet, soul to soul ! ” 


XIV. 


The voice ceiised. 

He uplifted his eyes. 

. All alone 

He stood on tlie bare edge of dawn. She wafe gone, 
like a star, when up bay after bay of the night. 
Ripples in, wave on wave, tlie broad ocean of light. 
And Oft once, in her place, was the Sunrise! It rose 
In its sumptuous splendor and solemn repose, 
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The Bupreine revelation of light. Domes of gold, 

Bealms of rose, iu tlie Orient ! And breathless, and bold, 
While the great gates of heaven roll’d back one by one. 
The bright herald angel stood stern in the sun ! 

Thrice holy Ko.spheros ! Light’s reign began 

In the heaven, on the earth, in the heart of the man. 

The dawn pn the mountains ! the dawn everywhere ! 

Light ! silence ! the fresh innovations of air ! 

O earth, and O ether ! A butteriiy breeze 
Floated up, flutter’d down, and poised blithe on the trees. 
Through the revelling woods, o’er the sharp-ripphsd stream, 
Up the vale slow uncoiling itself out of dreujn. 

Around the brown meadows, adown the hill-slope, 

The spirits of moniing were whispering “Hope!" 


XV. 

He uplifted his eyes. In the place where she stood 
But a moment before, and where now roll’d the flowl 
Of the sunrise all golden, he .seem'd to, behold. 

In the young light of sunrise, an image unfold 
Of his own youth, — its ardors — its promise of fame — 
Its ancestral ambition; and France by the name 
Of his sires seem’d to call him. There, hover'd in light, 
Tlwt image aloft, o’er the shapeless and bright 



. Lucim 

And AuTOT&in clouds, which themselves seem d to be 
Brilliant fragments of that golden world, wherein he 
■ Had once dwelt, a native ! 

There, rooted and bound 
To the earth, stood the man, gazing at it! Around 
The rims of the sunrise it hover’d and shone 
Transcendent, that type of a youth that was gone; 
And he — as the body may yearn for the soul. 

So he yearn’d to embody that image. His whole 
Heart arose to regain it. 


VfiisMp Hi 


• “And is it too.late?” 

No ! For Time is a fiction, and limits not fate. 

Thought alone is eternal Time thralls it ih vain. 

For the thought that springs upward and yearns to regain 
The pure source of spirit, there is no Too late . 

As the stream to its first mountain levels, elate 

In the fountain arises, the spirit in him 

Arose to that image. Tlie image waned dim 

Into heaven ; and heavenward with it, to melt 

As it melted, in day’s broad expansion, he felt 

With a thrill, sweet and strange, and intense — awed, amazed — 

Something soar and ascend in his soul, as he gazed. 
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Man is bom ou a battle-field. Uo^nd him, to rend 
Or resist, tlie dread Powers he displaces attend. 

By the cradle which Nature, amidst the stern shocks 
That have shatter’d creation, and shapen it, rucks, 
lie leaps with a wail into being ; and lo ! 

His owif mother, fierce Nature herself, is his foe. 

Her whirlwinds are roused into wrath o’er his head: 
’Neath his^ feet roll her earthquakes : her solitudes spread 
To daunt him : her forces dispute his command : 

Her snows fall to freeze him : her suns bum to brand : * 
Her seas yawn to engulf liim : her rocks rise to crush : 
And the lion and leopard, allied, lurk to rush 
On their startled invader. 

In lone Malabar, 

Where the infinite forest spreads bixiathless and far, 

’Mid the cruel of eye and the stealthy of claw 
(Striped and spotted destroyers!) he sees, pale with awe. 
On the menacing edge of a fiery sky 
Grim Doorga, blue-limb’d and red-handed, go by. 

And the first thing he worships is Terror. 

Anon, 

Still impell'd By necessity hungrily on. 

He conquers the realms of his own self-reliance. 

An d the last cry of fear wakes the first of defiance. 

From the serpent he emshes its poisonous soul: 

Smitten down in his path see the dead lion roll! 
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On tovfwd HoAveti tlip son oi Alciucna strides high OH 
The heads of the Hydra, the apoUs of the lion ; 

And man, conqiioriiii' Terror, is worshipp’d by man. 


A ramp lias this woild been since first it began! 
rrom his tents sweeps the roving Aiubiaii; at peace, 
A mere wandering shephen! that follows the fleece ; 
But, warring liis way through a world’s destinies. 



Lo from Delhi, from Bagdad, from Cordova, rise 
Domes of empiry, dower’d with science and art. 
Schools^ libraries, forums, the palace, the mart! 


New realms to man’s soul have been conquer’d. But those, 
Forthwith ‘thqy are petqpled for man by new foes ! 
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The stars keep their seercts, the earth hides her own, 

And bold must the man bo that braves the Unknown! 

Not a truth has to art or to science been given, 

But brows have ached for it, and souls toil’d and striven; 
And maiiy have striven, and many have fail’d. 

And many died, slain by the truth they assail’d. 

But when Man hath tamed Nature, asserted his place 
And dominion, behold! he is brought face to face 
With a new foe — himself! 

Nor may man on his shield 
Ever rest, for his foe is forever afield. 

Danger ever at hand, till the anncd Archangel 
Sound o’er him the trump of earth’s final evangel 

• II. 

Silence straightway, 8t(‘rn Muse, the soft cymbals of pleasure, 
Be all bronzeu these uumb(>rs, and martial the measure! 
Breathe, sonorously breathe, o’er the spirit in me 
One strain, sad and stern, of tliat deep Epopee 
Which thou, from the fashionless cloud of far time, 

Chantest lonely, when Victory, pale, and sublime 
In the light of tlie aureole over her head, 

Hears, and heeds not the wound in lier heart fresh and red 
Blown wide by the blare of the clarion, unfold 
The shrill clanging curtains of war! 

And behold 

A vision! 

The antique lleraclean seats; 

And the long Black Sea billow tliat once bore those fleets, 
Which said to the winds, “ Be ye, too, (4enocse ! ” 

And the red angry sands of the chafed Chersonese ; 

And the two foes of man. War and Winter, allied 
Bound the Armies of England and France, side by side 
Enduring and dying (Caul and Briton abreast!) 

Where the towers of the North fret the skies of the East 
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Since that sunrise whicli rose through the calm linden stems 
0*er Lucile and Engine, m the garden at Ems, 

Through twenty-hve seasoiib encircling the sun, ^ 

This planet of ours on its pathway hath gone, 

And the fates that I sing of have flow’d with the fates 
Of a world, in the led wake of war, round the gates 
Of that doom’d and heroical city, in which 
(Fire crowning the rampart, blood bathing the ditch!) 

At bay, tights the liussian as some hunted bear, 

Whom the huntsmen liave heiuiu’d round at last in his lair. 

t 

IV. 

A fang’d, arid plain, sajip’d with underground fire, ^ 

Soak’d with snow, torn with shot, mash’d to one gory mire! 
There Fate’s iron scale hangs in horrid suspense, ^ 

Wliile those two famish’d ogres — the Siege, the Defence, 
Face to face, thiough'a vapor froro, dismal, and dun, 

(flare, scenting the breath of each other. 



The one 


l)ouble*-hodied, twi»-headed — by separate ways 
Winding, serpent-wise, nearer; the other, each day’s 
Suileu foil adding size to, — concentrated, solid, 
li^defaligAble — the brass-fronted, embodied, 

And audible anrov gone sombrely forth 

To the world from that Autocrat Will of the north! 
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V. 

In the dawn of a moody October, a pale 
Ghostly motionless vapor began to prevail 
Over city and camp; like the garment of death 
Which (is formed by) the face it conceals. 

'Twas the breath 

War, yet drowsily yawning, began to suspire; 

Wherethrough, here and there, flash’d an eye of red tire. 

And closed, from some Tam|>art beginning to l>ellow 
Hoarse chalhinge; replied to anon, thruiigh the yellow 
And sulphurous twilight: till day reel’d and rock’d. 

And roar'd into dark, 'flien the midniglij: was muck’d 
With fierce apparitions. Ring’d round by a rain 
Of red fire, and of iron, the murtlierous plain 
Flared witli fitful combustion; where fitfully fell 
Afar off the fatal, disgorged seharpenelk, 

And fired the horizon, .and singed the coil’d gloom 
With wings of swift flame roimd that City of Doom. 


VI. 

So the day — so the night! So by night, so by day, 

With stem patient pathos, while time wears away. 

In the trench flooded through, in the wind where it wails, 
In the snow where it falls, in the fire where it hails 
Shot and shell — link by link, out of hardship and pain, 
Toil, sickness, endurance, is forged the bronze chain 
Of those terrible siege-lines! 


No change to that tr)il 


284 


LUCILE. 


FAST II. 


Save the mine’s sudden leap from the treacherous soil, 

Save the midnight attack, save the groans of the maim’d, 
And Death’s daily obolus due, whether claim’d 
By man or by nature. 

vn. 

I 

Time passes. The dumb. 

Bitter, snow-bound, and sullen November is come. 

And its snoWb have been bathed in the blood of the brave: 
And many a young heart has glutted the grave: 

And on Inkerman yet the wild bramble is gory. 

And those bleak heights henceforth shall be famous in story. 
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vni. 

« 

The moon, swathed in storm, has long sot: through the camp 
, No sound save the sentinel’s slow sullen tramp. 

The distant explosion, the wild sleety wmd. 

That seems searching for something it never can find. 

The midnight is turning: the lamp is nigh spout: 

And, wounded and lone, in a desolate tent 
Lies a young liritish soldier whose sword . . . 

In tins place 

However, my Muse is compell’d to retrace 
Her precipitous steps and revert to the past 
The shock which had suddenly shatter’d at last 
Alfred Vargrave’s fantastical holiday nature, 

Had shftrply drawn forth to his full size and stature 

The real man, conceal’d till that moment beneath 

All he yet had apjKsar’d. From the gay broider’d sheath 

Wliich a man in his wrath fliiigs aside, even so 

Leaps the* keen trenchant $te.el summon’d forth by a blow. 

Anti thus loss of fortune gave value to life. 

The wife gain’d a husband, the husband a wife. 

In that homo which, though humbled and narrow’d by fate. 
Was enlarged and ennobled by love. Low their state. 

But large their possessions. 

Sir Ridley, forgiven 
By those he unwittingly brought, nearer heaven 
By one fraudulent act, than through all his sleek speech 
The hypocrite brought his own soul, safe from reach 
Of the law, died abroad. 

Cousin John, heart and hand. 

Purse and- person, henceforth (honest man!) took his stand 
By Matilda and Alfred; guest, guardian, and friend 
Of the home he both shared and assured, to tlxe end, 

With his large lively love. Alfred Vargrave meanwhile 
’'Faced the world’s frown, consoled by his wife’s faithful smile. 
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L&te hi life, he }>egan life in earnest; and still. 

With the tranquil exertion of resolute -will. 

Through long, and laborious, and difficult days. 

Out of manifold failure, by wearisome ways, 

Work’d his way through the world; till at last he began 
(Ihicoucilcd to the work wliich m an km d claims from man). 

After years of unwitneas’d, unwearied endeavor, 

Years impassion’d yet patient, to realize ever 
Morii clear on tlie broad stream of current opinion 
The reflex of powers in himself — that dominion 
Wliich the life of one man, if his life be a truth, 

May assert o’er the life of mankind. Thus, his youth 
In bis manhood renew’d, fume and fortune he won 
* Working only for hoim^ love, and duty. 

One son 

Matilda had borm* him ; but scarce had the boy. 

With all Eton yet fresh in his full heart’s frank joy. 

The darling of young soldier comrades, just glanced 
Down the glad dawn of manhood at life, when it chanced 
That a blight sharp and sudden was breath’d o’er the bloom 
Of his joyous and generous years, and the gloom 
Of a grief premature on their fair promise fell: 

No light cloud like those which, for June to dispel, 

(Captious April engenders ; but deep as his own 
Deep nature. Meanwhile, ere I fully make known 
The cause of this sorrow, I track the event. 

When first a wild war-note through England was sent, 

He, transferring without either token or word, 

To friend, parent, or comrade, a yet virgin sword, ’ 

V'rom a holiday troop, to one bound for the war, 

Had march'd forth, with eyes that saw death in the star 
Wheiue others sought glory. Thus, fighting, he fell 
On the red field of Inkoiman ; found, who 'can teU 
By what miracle, breathing, though shatter’d, and borne 
To the rear by his comrades, pieijced, bleeding, and tom. * 
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Whcro f(»r lonj. days and nights, witli the wftund in his side, 
H« lay, dark. 


IX. 

But a wound deeper tar, nndescritid, 

Ilf the young heart was rankling; for there, of a truth, 

In tlie first earnest faith of a pure pensive youth, 

A love large as life, dee]) and changeless as ileath. 

Lay enshcath’d: and that love, ever fretting its sheath, 

The frail scalibard of life ])ieruod and wore through and through. 
There are loves in man’s lif for which time can renew 
All that time may destroy. Lives there are, though, in love. 
Which ding to one faith, and die with it; nor move, 

Though earthquakes may shatter the shrine. 

Whence or how 

Love laid claim to tliis young life, it matters not now. 

X. 

Oh is it a phantom? a dream of the night? 

A vision which fever liath fashion’d to sight? 
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The wind wailing ever, with motion uncertain, 

Sways sighingly there tlie drench'd tent's tatter’d curtain, 
To and fro, up and down. 

But it is not the wind 



That is lifting it now: and it is not tlie luiud 
That hath moulded that vision. 

A pale woman enters, 

As wan as the lamp’s waning light, which concentres 
Its dull glare* upon her. With eyes dim and dimmer 
Theie, all in a slumberous and shadowy glimmer, 

The sufferer sees that still form floating on, 

And feels* faintly aware that he is not alone. 

She is flitting before him. She pauses. She stands 

By his bedside, all silent She lays her white hands 

On the brow of the boy. A light finger is pressing 

Softly, softly the sore wounds: the hot blood-stain'd dressing 

Slips from them. A Comforting quietude steals 

Through the rack’d weary frame; and, throughout it, he feels 

The slow sense of a merciful, mild neighborhood. 

Something smooths the toss’d pillow, Beneath a gray hood 
Of rough seige, two intense tender eye^iare bent o'er him* 
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And tlirill throiigh and through him. The sweet form before him, 
It is surely Death’s angel Life’s last vigil keeping! 

A soft voice says . . . “Sleep!” 

And he sleeps: he is sleeping. 


XI. 

Ho waked before dawn. Still the vision is there: 

StiU that pale woman moves not. A minist'ring care 
Meanwhile has been silently changing and cheering 
The aspect of all things around him. 

lievering 

Some power unknown and benignant, he bless’d 
In silence the sense of salvation. And rest 
Having loosen’d the mind’s tangled meshes, he faintly 
Sigh’d . “ Say what thou art, blessed dream of a saintly 

And minist’ring spirit!” 

A wliispor serene 

Slid, softer than silence . . '. “The S(Bur Seraphine, 

A ppor Sister of Charity. Shun Ui inquire 
Aught further, young soldier. The son of thy sire. 

For the sake of that sire, T reclaim from the grave. 

Thou didst not shun death : slum not life. 'T is more brave 
To live, than to die. Sleep!” 

He sleeps: he is sleeping. 


XII. 

He waken’d again, when the dawn was just steeping 
The skies with chill splendor. And there, never flitting, 
Never flitting, that vision of mercy was sitting. 

As the dawn to the darkness, so life seem’d returning 
Slowly, feebly within him. The night-lamp, yet burning. 
Made ghastly the glimmering daybreak. 

He said, 

"If thou be of the living, and not of the dead. 

Sweet minister, pour out yet further the healing 

10 
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Of that balmy voice; if it may be, revealing 
Thy mission of mercy! whence art thou?” 

“0 son 

Of and Alfred, it matters not! One 

Who is not of the living nor yet of the dead: 

To thee, and to others, alive yet ”... she said . 

“So long as there hvcth the poor gift in me 
Of this ministration; to them, and to thee, 

Dead m all tilings beside. A French Nun, whose vocation 
Is now by this bedside. A nun liath no nation. 

Wherever man sulTers, or woman may soothe, 

There her land! there her kindred!” 

> She bent down to smooth 

Tlie hot pillow; and added . . . “Yet more tlian another 
Is thy life dear to me. For thy father, thy motbef, 

1 knew them — I know them.” 


“Oh can it be? you! 

My dearest de 4 ir father! my mother! you knew, 

You know them?” 

She bow’d, half averting, her head 

In silence. 


He brokenly, timidly said, 

“Do tliey know I am thus?” 

“ Hush ! ”... she smiled, as she drew 
From her bosom two letters : and — can it be true ? 

That beloved and familiar writing! 

He burst 

Into tears . . “ My poor mother — my father ! the worst 
Will have reach’d them ! ” 

“ No, no I ” she exclaim’d with a smile. 
“ They know you are living ; they know that meanwhile 
I nm watching beside you. Young soldier, weep not ! ” 

But still on the nun’s nursing bosom, the hot 
Fever’d brow of the boy weeping wildly is press’d. 

Thore, at last, the young heart sobs itself into rest: 
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And he hears, as it were between smiling and weeping. 

The calm voice say . . . “ Sleep ! ” 

And he slee])s, he is sleeping. 


XII I. 

And day fallow’d day. And, as wave follows wave, 

With the tide, day by day, life, reissuing, drave 
Through that young hardy frame novel currents of health. 
Yet some strange obstruction, which life’s self by stealth 
Seem’d to cherish, impeded life’s progress. And still 
A feeblene.ss, loss of tlie frame than the will, 

Clung about the sick man ; liid and harbor’d within 
The sad hollow eyes : pinch’d the cheek pule and thin : 
And clothed the wan lingers with languor. 

* And therf}. 

Day by day, night by night, unremitting in care. 
Unwearied^ in watching, so cheerful of mien. 

And so gentle of hand, eat the Stnur Seraphinel 

XIV. 

A strange woman truly ! not young ; yet her face. 

Wan and worn as it was, bore about it the trace 
Of a beauty which time could not ruin. For the whole 
Quiet cheek, youth’s lost bloom left transparent, the soul 
Seem’d to fill with its own light, like some sunny fountain 
Everlastingly fed from far off in the mountain 
That pours, in a garden deserted, its streams. 

And all the more lovely for loneliness seems. 

So that, watching that face, you 
would scarce pause to guess 
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The years which ifcs cahn careworn lines might express, 
Feeling only wliat suffering with these must have past 
To have perfected there so much sweetness at last 



XV, 

Thus, one hronzen evening, when day had put out * 

Ilia brief thrifty fires, and the wind was about. 

The nun, watchful still by the boy, on his own 

Laid a firm quiet hand, and the deep tender tone* ' 

Of her voice moved the silence. * 

She said ... “I have heal’d 
These wounds of the body. Why hast thou conceal’d. 

Young soldier, that yet oi)en wound in the heart ? 

Wilt thou trust no hand near it?” 

He winced, with a start. 
As of one that is suddenly touched on the spot 
From which every nerve derives suffering. 

“What? 

Lies my heart, then, so bare?” he moan’d bitterly. 

“ Nay,” 

With compassionate accents she hasten’d to say, 

“T)o you think that these eyes are with sorrow, young man. 

So all unfamiliar, indeed, as to scan 
Her features, yet know them not ? 

“Oh, was it spoken, 

‘O 9 ye fetffh, heal t3u eiek, Uft the Um, hind the hrohmt* 



OAMTO VI. 


LUCILE. 


293 


Of the body alone? Is our mission, then, done, 

When we leave the bruised hearts, if we bind the bruised bone ? 
Nay, is not the mission of mercy twofold? 

Wlience twofold, perchance, are the powers, that we hold 
To fulfil it, of Heaven ! For Heaven doth still 
To us, SisteSrs, it may be, who seek it, send skill 
Won from long intercourse with affliction, and art 
Help’d of Heaven, to bind up the broken of heart. 

Trust to mo ! ” (His two feeble hands in her own 

She drew gently.) “ Trust to me ! ” (she said, with soft tone) : 

“I am not so dead in remembrance to all 

I have died to in this world, but what I recall 

Enough of its sorrow, enough of its trial. 

To griev§ for both — save from both haply ! The dial 
Beceives many shades, and each points to the sun. 

The shadows are many, the sunlight is one. 
life’s sorrows still fluctuate: God’s love does not. 

And His love is unchanged, when it changes our lot. 

Looking up to this light, which is common to all, • 

And^ down to these shadows, on each side, that fall 
In time’s silent circle, so various for each. 

Is it nothing to know that they never can reach 
So far, but what light lies beyond them forever ? 

Trust to me! Oh, if in this hour I endeavor 

To trace the shade creeping across the young life 

Which, in prayer till this hour, I have watch’d through its strife 

With the sliadow of death, ’tis with this faith alone. 

That, in tracing the shade, I shall find out the sun. 

Trust to me ! ” 

She paused: he was weeping. Small need 
Of added appeal, or entreaty, indeed. 

Had those gentle accents to win from his pale 
And parch’d, trembling lips, as it rose, the brief tale 
Of a life’s early sorrow. The story is old, , 

And in words few as may be shall straightway be told. 
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XVI. 

A few years ago, ere the fair form of Peace 
Was driven from Europe, a young girl — the niece 
Of a French noble, leaving an old Norman pile 
By the wild northern seas, came to dwell for a while 



With a lady allied to her race — an old dame 
Of a threefold legitimate virtue, and name. 

In the Faubourg Samt Germain. 

Upon that fair child, 

From chUdhood, nor father nor mother had smiled. 
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One uncle their place in her life had supplied, 

And their place in her heart: she had grown at his side, 
And under his roof-tree, and in his regard. 

From chUdhoud to girlhood. 

Tliis fair orphan ward 

Seem’d the eole human creature that lived in the heart 
Of that stem rigid man, or whose smile could impart 
One ray of response to the eyes which, above 
Her fair infant forehead, look’d down with a love 
That seem’d almost stern, so intense was its chill 
Lofty stillness, like sunlight on some lonely hill 
Which is colder and stiller than sunlight elsewhere. 

Grass grew in the courtyard ; the chambers were bore 
In that Sneient mansion ; when first the stern tread 
Of its owner awaken’d their echoes long dead : 

Bringing vnUi him this infant (the child of a brother). 
Whom, dying, the hands 'of a desolate mother 
Had placed on his bosom. ’Twas said — right or wrong — 
Tha{, in the lone mansion, left tenantless long, 

To which, as a stranger, its lord now return’d, 

In years yet recall’d, through loud midnights had bum’d 
The light of wild orgies. Be that false or true, 

Slow and sad was the footstep which now wander’d through 
Those desolate chambers; and calm and severe 
Was the life of their inmate. 

Men now saw appear 

Every mom at the mass that firm sorrowful face. 

Which seem’d to lock up in a cold iron case 
Tears harden’d to crystal. Yet harsh if he were. 

His severity seem’d to be trebly severe 

In the rule of his own rigid life, which, at least. 

Was benignant to others. The poor parish priest. 

Who lived on his largess, his piety praised. 

The peasant was fed, and the chapel was raised. 
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And the cottage waff built, hy his liberal hand. 

Yet he seem’d in the midst of his good deeds to stand 
A lone, and unloved, and unlovable man. 

There appear’d some inscrutable flaw in the plan 
Of his life, that love fail’d to pass over. 

That child 

Alone did not fear him, nor shrink from him; smiled 
To his frown, and dispeU’d it. 

The sweet sportive elf 

Seem’d the type of some joy lost, and miss’d, in himself. 
Ever welcome he suffer’d her glad face to glide 
In on hours when to others his door was denied: 

And many a time with a mute moody look 
He would watch her at prattle and play, like a brook 
Whose babble disturbs not the quietest spot. 

But soothes us because we need answer it not. 

• 

But few years had pass’d o’er that childhood befoip 
A change came among them. A letter, which bore 
Sudden consequence with it, one morning was placed , 

In the hands of the lord of the chateau. He paced 
To and fro in his chamber a whole night alone 
After reading that letter. At dawn he was gone. 

Weeks pass’d. When he came back again he return’d 
With a tall ancient dame, from whose lips the child leam’d 
That they were of the same race and name. With a face 
Sad and anxiouh, to this wither’d stock of the race 
He confided the orphan, and left them alone 
In the old lonely house. 

In a few days ’t was known. 

To the angry surprise of half Paris, that one 

(.)! the chiefs of that party which, still clinging on 

To Uie banner that bears the white lilies of Prance, 

Will fight 'neuth no other, nor yet for the chance 
Of restoring their own, had renounced the watchword 
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And the creed of his youth in unsheathing his surord 
For a Fatherland father’d no more (such is fate I) 

By legitimate parents. 

And meanwhile, elate 

And in no wise disturbed by what Paris might say, 

The new soldier thus wrote to a friend far away : — 

“ To the life of inaction farewell ! After all. 

Creeds the oldest may crumble, and dynasties fall. 

But the sole grand Legitimacy will endure, 

In whatever makes death noble, life strong and pure. 
Freedom! action! . . . the desert to breathe in — the lance 
Of the Arab to follow! I go! Vive la Frcmcel" 

Few and rare were the meetings henceforth, as years fled, 
’Twixt the child and the soldier. The two women led 
Lone lives in the lone house. Meanwhile the child grew 
Into girlhood; and, like a sunbeam, sliding through 
Her green quiet years, ' changed by gentle degrees 
To the loveliest vision of youth a youth sees 
Ip his loveliest fancies : as pure as a pearl. 

And as perfect: a noble and innocent girl, 

With eighteen sweet summers dissolved in the light 
Of her lovely and lovable eyes, soft and bright! 

Then her guardian wrote to the dame, . . . “ Let Constillnce 
Gk) with you to Paris. I trust that in France 
I may be ere the close of the year. T confide 
My life’s treasure to you. Let her see, at. your side. 

The world which we live in.” 

To Paris then came 

ConstAuce to abide with that old stately dame 
In that old stately Faubourg. 

The young Englishman 
!nius met her. ’Twas there their acquaintance began. 

There it closed. That old miracle — Love^t-first-sight — 
Needs no explanations. The heart reads aright 
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Its destiny sometimes. IXis lore neither chidden 
Nor check'd, the young soldier was graciously bidden 
An habitual guest to that liouse by the dame. 

His own candid graces, the world-honor’d name 
Of his father (iu him not dishonor’d) were both 
Fair titles to favor. His love, nothing loath, 

The old lady observed, was return’d by ConsUince. 

And as the child’s ;incle his absence from France 
Yet prolong’d, she (thus easing long self-gratulation) 

Wrote to him a lengthen’d and moving narration 
Of the graces and gifts of the young English wooer: 

His father’s fair fame; the boy’s deference to her; 

His love for Constiiucp, — unaffected, sincere; 

And the girl’s love for liim, read by her in those clear 
Limpid eyes; then the pleasure with which she awaited 
Her cousin’s approval of all she had stated. 

At length from that cousin an answer there came. 

Brief, stem; such as stunn’d and astonish’d the dame. 

“Let Constimcc leave Paris with you on the day 
You receive this. Until my return she may stay 
At her convent awhile. If my niece wishes ever 
To behold me again, underauind, she will never 
Wed that man. 

"You have broken faith with me. Farewell!” 
No appeal from that sentence. 

It needs not to tell 

The tears of Constance, nor the grief of her lover; 

The dream they had laid out tlxeir lives in was over. 
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IJravely strove the yoinii^ hokhei to look in the Ua 
Of a life, ^\he^e invisible hamls seein'd to tiati* 

O'er the Ihiesliold, these wokIs “Hope no moie*” 

Ihiielinn d 

Had his hne tlie stioii” manful heart wriuld lia\i‘ sjiuind 

That weakness winch siiibns a wninaii to lie 

At the loots of man’'* life, like a canken, and diy 

And witliei the saji of lifer’s ]mi]>ose Ihit Iheu 

Lav the* bitten 1 pait ol the juin ’ Omiltl In^ dan* 

To toilet he was lo\ed-^ that lie alone ^ 

Iteeoidmj^ a love tlhit diew soiiovv iijion 

'Fhe woman lu‘ lo\(d, foi hnnscdf daie he sink 

Sun ease to that soiiow, wlndi thus lield him weak, 

Heat liini down, .ind deMio/d him? 

News reatliM him iikIcmhI, 

Tliioiigh a comiade, who biont»lil him a lettm to n'ad 
Hnmi the dame who liad caie ol ("onst'uicc (it was one 
To whom when at Tans, the bo-y liac^ b(*<Mi known, 

A Krcnehmaii, and liiciid ol the riUibonnjj), wliub said 
That Const nice, tiltli()ni>h tuvci a miiiimu l)etia\M 
What she sullei’d, in sileiie^* ^n*w ]>aUu (Mill day, 

And s(»eiird visibl;y dioopiin* and d;vint» aw.*) 

It was then he sought duitb 



Thus tlie tale ends *Twas told 
With such broken, jiassionate words, as unfold 
In glimpses alone, a coilM gmf Thiough each pause 
Of its fitful recital, m raw gustv flaws, 

The rain shook the canvas, unlii'tHled, aloof, 

And unheeded, the uight-wind around tlie teiit-ioof 
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At intervals wirbled. And when all was said, 

The sick man, exhausted, droop'd backward his head. 

And fell into a feverish slumber. 

Long while 

Sat the Soeur Seraphine, in deep thought The still amilfl 
That was wont, angel-wise, to inhabit her face • 

And make it like heaven, was fled from its place 
In her eyes, on her lips; and a deep sadness th^ 

Seem’d to darken the lines of long sorrow and care. 

As low to herself she sigh’d . . . 

"Hath it, Eugene, 

Been so long, then, the struggle? . . . and yet, all in vainl 
Nay, not all in vain ! Shall the world gain a man. 

And yet Heaven lose a soul? Have I done all t can? 

Soul to soul, did he say ? Soul to soul, be it so 1 
And then — soul of mine, whither? whither?” 

XVIIl. 

Large, slow, 

Silent tears in those deep eyes ascended, and fall * 

“Here, at least, I have fail’d not" . . . she mused . . . "this 
is well!” 

She drew from her bosom two letters. 

In one, 

A mother’s heart, wild with alarm for her son. 

Breathed bitterly forth its despairing appeal 
The pledge of a love owed to thee, O Lucile 1 
The hope of a home saved by thee — of a heart 
Which hath never since then (thrice endear’d as 'thou art!} 
Ceesed to bless thee, to pray for thee, save! . . . save my son! 
And if not ”... the letter went brokenly on, 

"Heaven help us!” 

Then follow’d, from Alfred, a few 
Blotted heapt-bfbken pages. He mournfully drew. 

With pathoj, the picture of that samest youth, 
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So unlike his own: how in beauty and truth 
He had nurtured that nature, so simple and brave! 

And how he had striven his son’s youth to save 
From the errors so sadly redeem’d in his own, 

And so deeply repented: how thus, in that son. 

In whose .youth he had garner’d his age, he had seem’d 
To be bless’d by a pledge that the post was redeem’d. 

And foi;given. He bitterly went on to speak 

Of the boy’s baffled love; in which fate seem’d to break 

Unawares on his dreams with retributive pain. 

And the ghosts of the past rose to scourge back again 
The hopes of the future. To sue for consent 
Pride forbade: and the hope his old foe might relent 
Experience rejected . . . “My life for the boy's!” 

(He ejfclaim’d) ; “ for I die with my son, if he dies I 
Lucile! Heaven bless you fur all you have done! 

Save him, save him, Lucile ! save my son ! save my son ! ” 

• XIX. 

“^y!” murmur’d the Soeur Seraphine . . . “heart to heart! 
There, at least, I have fail’d not ! Fulfill’d is my part ? 
Acoomx)lish’d my mission? One act crowns the whole. ■ 

Do I linger ? Nay, be it so, then ! . . . Soul to soul ! ” 

She knelt down, and pray’d. Still the boy slumber’<l on. 
Dawn broka The pale nun from the bedside was gone 


XX. 

Meanwhile, ’mid his aides-de-camp, busily bent 
O’er the daily reports, in his well-order'd tent 
There sits a French General-— bronzed by Uie sun 
And sear’d by the sands of Algeria. One 
Who forth from the wars of the wild Kabylee 
Had strangely and rapidly risen to be 
The idol, the darling, the dream and the star 
Of the youhger French chivalry: daring in war. 
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And waiy m council He enter’d, indeed, 

Late in life (and discarding lii& Bourbomte creed) 
The Army of France and had nsen, in part 
From a singular aptitude proved for the ait 
Of that wild desert warfare of ambush, surprise. 
And stratagem, which to the French camp supplies 
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To the rank which he now l^eld/ — intrepidly won 
With many a wound, trench’d in many a scar. 

From fierce MUianah and Sidi-Sakhdar. 

XXI. 

All within^ and without, that warm tent ‘seems to bear 
Smiling token of provident order and care. 

All about, a well-fed, well-clad soldiery stands 
In groups round the music of mirth-breathing bands. 

In and out of the tent, all day long, to and fro. 

The messengers come, and the messengers go. 

Upon missions of mercy, or errands of toil: 

To report how the sapper contends with the soil 
In the terrible trench, how the sick man is faring 
In the’haspital tent: and, combining, comparing. 
Constructing, within moves the brain of one man. 

Moving all. 

* He is bending his brow o’er some plan 
For the Aospital service, wise, skilful, humana 
The officer standing beside him is fain 
To refer to the angel solicitous cares 
Of the Sisters of Charity: one he declares 
To be known through the camp as a seraph of grace: 

He has seen, all have seen her indeed, in each place 
Where suffering is seen, silent, active — the Sosur . . . 

Soeur . . . how do they call her? 

“Ay, truly, of her 

I have heard much,” the General, musing, replies; 

“And we owe her already (unless rumor lies) 

The lives of not few of our bravest. You mean . . . 

Ay, how do they call her? . . . the Soeur — Seraphine, 

(Is it not so?) I rarely forget names once heard.” 

"Yes; the Soeur Seraphine. Her I meant" 

“On my word. 
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I have much wish’d to see her. I fancy I trace, 

In some facts traced to her, something nmre than the grace 
Of an angel: I mean an acute human mind. 

Ingenious, constnictive, intelligent. Find, 

And, if possible, let her come to me. We shall, 

I think, aid each other." 

• “Oui, momi GifnSral ; 

I believe she has lately obtain’d the permission 
To tend some sick man in the Second Division 
Of our Ally: they say a relation.” 

"Ay, so? 


A relation?” 


, “’Tis said so.” 

“Non, mm Cfen^al." 


“The name do you know?” 


While they spoke yet, there went 
A murmur and stir round the door of the tent 
“A Sister of Charity craves, in a case 
Of urgent and serious importance, the grace 
Of brief private speech with the General there. 

Will the General speak with her?” 

"Bid her declare 


Her mission.” 


"She will not She craves to be seen 

Ai(d be heard.” 

“Well, her name then?” 

"The Scaur Seraphine.” 

“Clear the tent She may enter.” 


XXIL 

The tent has been clear’d. 
The chieftain stroked moodily somewhat his beard, 

A sable lojag silver'd: and press’d down his brow 
On his hand, heavy vein’d. All his countenance, now 
ITnwituess'd. at once feU dejected, and dreary. 



CANTO VL 


LUCILM. 


305 


As a curtain let fall by a hand that’s grovm weary, 

Into puckers and folds. From his lips, unropress'd, 

Steals th’ impatient quick sigh, which reveals in man’s breast 

A conflict conceal’d, an experience at strife 

With itself, — the vex’d heart’s passing protest on Ufa 

He turn’d to his papers. Ho heard the Ught tread 

Of a faint foot behind him: and, Ufting his head. 

Said, “Sit, Holy Sister! you,T worth is well known 
To the hearts of our soldiers; nor loss to my own. 

I have much wish’d to see you. I owe you some thanks: 

In the name of all those you have saved to our ranks 
1 record them. Sit! Now then, your mission?” 

The nun 

Paused sUent. The General eyed her anon 
More keenly. His aspect grew troubled. A change 
Darken’d over his features. He mutter’d ..." Strange ! strange ! 
Any face should so strongly remind me of her! 

Fool! again the delirium, . the dream! does it stir? 

Does it move as of old ? Psha ! 

“Sit, Sister! I wait 

Your answer, my time halts but hurriedly: State 
The cause why you seek me?” 

“Tlie cause? ay, the cause!” 
She vaguely repeated. Then, after a pause, — 

As one who, awaked unawares, would put back 
The sleep that forever returns in the track 
Of dreams which, though scared and dis])erscd, not the less 
Settle back to faint eyelids that yield ’neath their stress, 

T.ilra doves to a penthouse, — a movement she made. 

Less toward him than away from herself; droop’d her head 
Apd folded her hands on her bosom : long, spare. 

Fatigued, mournful hands! Not a stream of stray hair 
Escaped the pale bands; scarce more pale than the face 
Which they bound and lock’d up in a rigid white case. 

She fix’d her eyes on him. There arept a vague awe 

20 
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O’er his sens^ such as ghosts cast. 

“Eugene de Luvois, 

The cause which recalls me again to your side. 

Is a promise that rests unfulfill’d,” she replied. 

“I come to fulfil it” 

Ho sprang from the place 

Where he sat, press’d his hand, as in doubt, o’er his face; 

And, cautiously feeling each step o’er the ground 
That he trod on (as one who walks fearing the sound 
Of his footstep may startle and scare out of sight 
Some strange sleeping creature on which he would 'light 
Unawares), crept towards her; one heavy hand laid 
On, her shoulder in silence; bent o’er her his head, 

Search’d her face with a long look of troubled appeal 
Against doubt; stagger’d backward, and murmur’d . .•. “Lucilel 
Thus we meet then? . . . here! . . . thus?” 

“Soul to soul, ay, Eug^e, 

As I pledged you my word that we should meet Again. 

Dead, . . .” she murmur’d, "long dead! all that lived ih our lives — 
Thine and mine — saving that wliich ev’n life’s self survives. 
The soul! ’Tis my soul seeks thine own. What may reach 
Erom my life to thy life (so wide each from each!) 

Save the soul to the soul? To thy soul I would speak. 

May I do so?’’ 

He said (work’d and white was his cheek 
As he raised it), “Speak to me!” 

Deep, tender, serene. 

And sad. was the gaze which the Soeur Seraphine 
Held on him. She spoke. 


XXIII, 

As some minstrel may fling, 
IPreludiog tihe music yet mute in each sti^ing, 

A swift bnad athwart the hush’d heart of Idie whole. 
Seeking udtinh note most fitly may first move the soul; 
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And, leaving untroubled the deep chords below, 

Move pathetic in numbers remote; — even so 
The voice which was moving the heart of that man 
Far away from its yet voiceless purpose began, 

Far away in the i)athos remote of the past; 

Until, through her words, rose before him, at last, 

Bright and dark in their beauty, the hopes that were gone 
Unaccomplished from life. 

He was mute. 

XXIV. 

Slie went on. 

And still further down the dim past did she lead 
Each yielding remembrance, far, far off, to feed 
’Mid thb pastures of youth, in the twilight of hope, 

And the valleys of boyhood, the fresh-flower’d slope 
Of life’s dawning land! 

* • ’T is the heart of a boy. 

With its indistinct, passionate prescience of joy! 

Th§ unproved desire — the imaim’d aspiration — 

The deep conscious life that forestalls consummation; 

With ever a flitting delight — one arm's length 
In advance of the august inward impulse. 

The strength 

Of the spirit which troubles the seed in the sand 
With the birth of the palm-tree! Let ages expand 
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The glorious creature I The ages lie shut 

(Safe, see!) in the seed, at time’s signal to put 

Forth their beauty and power, leaf by leaf, layer on layer. 

Till the palm strikes the sun, and stands broad in blue air. 

So the palm in the palm-seed! so, slowly — so, wrought 
' Year by year unperceived, hope on hope, thought by thought, 
Trace the growth of the man from its germ in the boy. 

Ah, but Nature, that nurtures, may also destroy! 

Oharm the wind and the sun, lest some chance intervene! . 
While the leaf’s in the bud, while the stem’s in the green,' 

A light bird bends the branch, a light breeze breaks the bough. 
Which, if spared by the light breeze, the light bird, may grow 
To baffle the tempest, and rock the high nest. 

And take botli the bird and the breeze to its breast. 

Shall we save a whole forest in sparing one seed? ‘ 

Save the man in the boy? in the thought save the deed? 

Let the whirlwind uproot the grown tree, if it can! 

Save the seed from the north wind. So let the grown man 
Face out fate. Spare the man-seed in youth. * 

He was dumb. 

% 

She went one ste]) further. 


XXV. 

Lo! manhood is come. 

And love, the wild song-bird, hath flown to the tree. 

And the whirlwind comes after. Now prove we, and see: 

•What shade from the leaf? what support from the branch? 
Spreads Uie leaf broad and fair ? holds the bough strong and stanch ? 
There, he saw himself — dark, os he stood on that night, ' 
The la$^ when they met and they parted: a sight 
Fot heaven to mourn o’er, for hell to rejoice! 

An hieffable tendentoss troubled her voice; 

It grew weak, and a sigh broke it through. 

Then he said 

(Nev^ looking at her, never lifting his head, 
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As though, at his feet, there lay visibly hurl'd 
Those fragments), "It was not a love, 'twas a world, 
Twas a life that lay ruin'd, Lucile!” 

XXVI. 

She went on 

“ So be it ! Perish Babel, arise Babylon ! 

From ruins like these rise the fanes that shall last. 
And to build up the future heaven shatters the past.” 
‘'Ay,” he moodily murmur’d, "and who cares to scan 
The heart's perish’d world, if the world gains a man? 
From the past to the present, though late, I appeal ; 
To the nun Seraphine, from the woman Lucile!” 


XXVII. 


Lucile! . . . the old name — the old self! silenced long: 

Heard once more ! felt once more ! 

* As some soul to the throng 

^Of invisible spirits admitted, baptized 
By#death to a new name and nature — surprized 
'Mid the songs of the seraphs, hears faintly, and far. 

Some voice from the earth, loft below a dim star, 

Calling to her forlornly; and (sadd'ning the psalms 
Of the angels, and piercing the Paradise palms !) 

The name borne 'mid earthly belOvMs on earth 

Sigh'd above some lone grave in the land of her birth; — 

So that one word , . . Lucile! . . . stirr'd the ScBur Seraphine, 
For a moment. Anon she resumed her serene 
And concentrated calm. 

"Let the Nun, then, retrace 
The life of the Soldier!” , . . she said, with a face 
That glow'd, gladdening her words. 

"To the present 1 come: 


"Leave the Past!” 

Tliere her voice rose, and seem'd ak when some 
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Pale Priestess proclaims from her temple the praise 

Of the hero whose brows she is crowning with bays. 

Step 'by step did she follow his path from the place 

Where their two paths diverged. Year by year did she trace 

(Familiar with all) his, the soldier’s existenca 

Her words were of trial, endurance, resistance; 

Of the leaguer around this besieged world of ours:^ 

And the same sentinels that ascend the same towers 

% 

And report the same foes, the same fears, the same strife, 
Waged alike to the limits of each human Ufa 
She went on to speak of the lone moody lord. 

Shut up in his lone moody halls: every word 

Held the weight of a tear: she recorded the good 

He liad patiently wrought through a whole neighborhood; 

And the blessing that lived on the lips of the poor, 

By the peasant’s hearthstone, or the cottager’s door. 

There she paused: and her accents seem’d dipp’d in the hue 
Of his own sombre heart, as the picture she drew . 

Of the poor, proud, sad spirit, rejecting love’s wages. 

Yet working love’s work; reading backwards life’s pages 
Tqt penance; and stubbornly, many a time. 

Both mjssing the moral, and marring the rhyme. 

Then she spoke of the soldier! ... the man’s work and feme. 
The pride of a nation, a world’s just acclaim 1 
life’s inwhid approval 1 ' ■ ' 
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yxviii. 

Her voice reach’d his heart, 

And s^lik lower. She spoke of herself: how, apart 
And unseen, — far away, — she liad watch’d, year by year, 
With how many a blessing, how many a tear. 

And. how many a prayer, every stage in the strife: 

Guess’d the thought in the deed: traced the love in the life: 
Bless’d the man in the man’s work! 

“ Tky work . . . oh not mine! 
Thine, Lucilo!” ... he exclaim’d . . . “aU the worth of it thine 
If worth there be in it!” 

Her answer convey’d 

His reward, and her own: joy that cannot be said 
Alone by the voice . . . eyes — face — spoke silently: 

All the woman, one grateful emotion! 

Aud she 

A poor SiSter of Charity-! hers a life spent 
In one silent eflbrt for others! . . . 

^ She bent 

Her divine face above him, and fill’d up his heart 
With the look that glow’d from it. 

Then slow, with soft art, 

Fix’d her aim, and moved to it. 

XXIX. 


He, the soldier humane. 

He, tiie hero; whose heart hid in glory the pain 

Of a youth disappointed; whose life had made known 

Tlie value of man’s life! . . . that youth overthrown 

And retrieved, had it left him no pity for youtli 

In another? his own life of strenuous truth 

Accomplish’d in act, had it taught him no care 

For the life of another? ... oh no! everywhere 

In the camp which she moved through, she came face to face 
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With some noble token, some generous trace 
Of his active humanity . . . 

“Well," he replied, 

“If it be so?" 

“I come from the solemn bedside 
Of a man that is dying,” she said. “While we y)eak, 

A life is in jeopardy.” 

“Quick then! you seek 
Aid or medicine, or wliat?” 

“’Tis not needed,” she said. 

"Medicine? yes, for the mind! ’Tis a heart that needs aid! ■ 
You, Eugene de Luvois, you (and you only) can 
Save' the life of this man. Will you save it?” 

“What man? 

How? . . . where? . . . can you ask?” 

She went rapidly on 

To her object in brief vivid words . . . The young son 

Of Matilda and Alfred — the boy lying there 

Half a mile from that tent door — the father’s despftir, 

Tlie motlier’s deep anguish — the pride of the boy 
In the father — the father's one hope and one joy 
In the son: — the son now — wounded, dying! She told 
Of the father’s stem struggle with life: the boy’s bold. 

Pure, and beautiful nature: the fair life before him 
If that life were 'Hiut spared . . . yet a word might restore him 1 
' The boy’s broken love for the niece of Eugene! 

Its pathos: the girl’s love for him; how, half slain 
In his tent she had found him: won from him the tale; 

Sought to nurse back his life; found her efforts still fail; 
Ileatcn back by a love that was stronger than life; 

Of how bravely till then he had stood in that strife 
Wherein England and France in their best blood, at lastt 
Hath bathed from remembrance the wounds of the past 
And shall nations be nobler than men? Are not great 
Men the models of nations? For 'vhat is a state 
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Blit the many’s confused imitation of one? 

Shall lie, the fair hero of Franco, on the son 
Of his ally seek vengeance, destroying perchance 
An innocent life, — here, when England and France 
Have forgiven the sins of their fathers of yore. 

And baptised a new hope in their sous’ recent gore? 

She went on to tell how the boy had clung still 

To life, for the sake of life’s uses, until 

From his weak hands the strong effort dropp’d, stricken down 

By the news that the heart of Constfince, like his own. 

Was breaking beneath . . . 

But there “Hold!” he exclaim'd. 
Interrupting, “forbear!” ... his whole face was iullamed 
With the heart’s swarthy thunder which yet, while she spoke. 
Had been gathering silent — at last the storm broke 
In grief or in wrath. . . . 

“’Tis to him, then,” he cried, . . . 
Checking* suddenly .short the tumultuous stride, 

“That I* owe these late greetings — for him you are here — 

Fgr his sake you seek me — for him, it is clear, 

You have deign’d at the last to bethink you again 
Of this long-foigotten existence!” 

' “ Eugene ! ” 

“Ha! fool that I was!” ... he went on, . . . "and just now, 
While you spoke yet, my heart was beginning to grow 
Almost boyish again, almost sure of one friend! 

Yet this was the meaning of all — this the end! 

Be it so! There’s a sort of slow ju.stice (admit!) 

In this — that the word that man’s finger liath writ 
In fire on my heart, I return him at last. 

Xiet him learn that word — Never I ” 

“Ah, still to the past 

Must the present be vassal ? ” she said. “ In the hour 
We lest parted I urged you to put forth the jrower 
Which I felt to be yours, in the conquest of life. 
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Yours, the promise tp strive: mine,— to watch Ver the strife. 
I foresaw you would conquer; you have conquer’d much, 
Much, indeed, that is noble! T hail it as such, ^ 

And am here to record and applaud it. I saw 
iNot the less in your nature, Eug^e de Luvois, 

One peril — one point where I fear’d you would fajl 
To subdue that worst foe which a man can assail, — 

Himself: and I promised that, if I should see 
My cliampiou once falter, or bend the brave knee, 

• That moment would bring me again to his side. 

Tlmt moment is come! for that peril was pride. 

And you falter. I plead for yourself, and one other. 

For tlult gentle child without father or mother, 

To whom you are both. I plead, soldier of France, 

For your own nobler nature — and plead for Constance!” 

At the sound of that name he averted his head. 

“Constince! , . . Ay, she enter’d my lone life” (he said) 
“When its sun was long set; and hung over its ni^t 
Her own starry childhood. I have but that light, * 

In the midst of much darkness! Wlio names me but she ^ 
With titles of love? and what rests there for me 
In the silence of age save the voice of that child? 

The child of my own better life, undefiled! 

My creature, carved out of my heart of hearts!” 

“Say,” 

Said the Sceur Seraphiue — “are you able to lay 
Your hand as a knight on your heart as a man 
And swear that, whatever may happen, you can 
Feel assured for the life you thus cherish?” 

“How so?" 

He look’d up. “If the boy should die thus?" 

“Yes, I know 

What your look would imply . . . this sleek stranger forsooth 1 
Because on his cheek was the red rose of youth ^ 

The heart of ny nieoe most break fox itt” 
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“Nay, but hear me yet further!” 


She cried, 


With slow heavy stride, 
Unheeding her words, he was pacing the tent, 

He was muttering low to himself as he went. 

“Ay, th^ young things lie safe in our heart just so long 
As their wings are in growing; and when these are strong 
They break it, and farewell!- the bird flies!” . . . 


The nun 

Laid her hand on the soldier, and murmur’d, “ The sun 
Is descending, life fleets while we talk thus! oh, yet 
Let this day upon one final victory set. 

And complete a life’s conquest!” 

He said, “Understand! 

If Constance wed the son of this man, by whose hand 
My heart hath been robb’d, she is lost to my life! 

Can her home be my home? Can I claim in the wife 
Of that man’s son the child of my age ? At her side 
Shall he stand on my hearth? Shall I sue to the bride 
0| . . . enough! 


“Ah, and you immemorial halls 
Of my Norman forefathers, whose shadow yet falls 
On my fancy, and fuses hope, memory, past. 

Present, — all, in one silence! old trees to the blast 
Of the North Sea repeating the tale of old days. 

Nevermore, nevermore in the wild bosky ways 

I hear through your umbrage ancestral the wind 
Prophesy as of yore, when it shook the deep mmd 
Of my boyhood, with whispers from out the far years 
Of love, fame, the raptures life cools down with tears! 
Henceforth shall the tread of a Vargrave alone 
Bouse your echoes?” 

• “ p think ,not,” she said, “ of the 8<m 

Of the man whom unjustly you hate; only think 
.Of yf^ung human creature, that mes^firom the brink 
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Of a gtave to your mercy! 

' “ Recall your own. words 
(Words my memory mournfully ever records!) 

How with love may be wreck’d a whole life! thien, Eugene, 
Look with me (still those words in our ears!)- once again 
At this young soldier sinking from life here — dragg’d dowhj; 
By the weight of the love in his heart : no renown, 

Ho faihe eomforts kimi nations shout not above 
The lone down to which he is bearingf the love ' 
Whiish life has rejected! Will y<m stand apart?- 

%ith TOob a love’s m^ory deep in your heart! 

life hath perch^mce been led on 
the hath hi hath 



CANTO VI. 


LUCILM. 


317 


By lecalling the visions and dreams of a youth, 

Such as lies at your door now: who have ^ut, in truth, 

To stretch forth a hand, to speak §nly one word, * 

And by thjit word you rescue a life!" 

He was stirr’d. 

Still he scyight to put from him the cup; bow’d his face 
On his hand; and anon, as though wishing to chase 
With one angry gesture his own thoughts aside. 

He sprang up, brush’d past her, and bitterly cried, 

“No ! — Constknce wed a Vargrave! — I cannot consent!” 

Then up rose "the Soeur Seraphine. 

The low tent. 

In her sudden uprising, seem’d dwarf’d by the height 
From which those imperial eyes pour’d the light 
Of their deep silent sadness upon him. 

No wonder 

He felt, as it were, his own stature shrink under 
The compulsion of that grave regard! For between 
The Due de Luvois and the Soeur Seraphine 
A<4 that moment there rose all the height of one soul 
O’er another; she look’d down on him from the whole 
Lonely length of a life. There were sad nights and days. 

There were long months and years in that heart-searching gaze ; 
And her voice, when she spoke, with sharp pathos thrill’d through 
And transfix’d him. 

“Eugfene de Luvois, but for you, 

I might have been now — not this wandering nun, 

Jtut a mother, a wife — pleading, not for the son 
Of another, but blessing some child of my own, 

His, — the man’s that,! once loved ! . . . Hush ! that which is done 
I regret not I breathe no reproaches. That ’s b^t 
Which God sends. ’Twas His will: it is mine. And the rest 
Of that riddle I will not look back to. He reads 
In your heart— ^ He that judges of all thot^hts and deeds,. 
With eyes, mine forestall not! This only I say: 
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You have not th^ right (read it, you, as you may I) 

To say ... ‘I am the wrong’d.’” . . . 

“Have I wrong’d thee?— wrong’d thee!” 
He falter’d, “Lucile, ah, Lucilel” 

"Nay, not me,” 

She murmur’d, “but man! The lone nun standing; here 
Has no claim upon earth, and is pass’d from the sphere 
Of earth’s wrongs and earth’s reparations. But she, 

The dead woman, Lucile, sl!b whose grave is in me. 

Demands from her grave reparation to man, 

Reparation to God. Heed, 0 heed, while you can 
This voice from the grave!” 

♦ “Hush!” he moan’d, •“! obey 

The Soeur Seraphine. There, Lucile! let this pay 
Every debt that is due to that grave. Now lead on: 

I follow you, Soeur Seraphine! ... To the son 
Of Lord Alfred Vargrave . . . and then,” . . . 

As \iB spoke 

He lifted the tent-door, 'and down the dim smoke * 

Pointed out the dark Imstions, with batteries crown’d, « 

Of the city beneath them . . . 

“Then, there, underground, 

And valefe ei plaitdite, soon as may be ! 

Let the old tree go down to the earth— the old tree. 

With the worm at its heart! Lay the axe to the rootl 
Who will miss the old stump, so we save the young shoot? 

A Ymgravo! . . . this pays all . . . Lead on! ... In the seed 
Save the forest! . . . 

“ I follow . . . forth, forth ! where you lead.” 
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The day was declining j a day sick and damp. 

In a blank ghostly glare shone tlie bleak ghostly camp 
Of the English. Alone in his dim, spectral tent 
(Himself the wan spectre of youth), with eyes bent 
On the daylight departing, the sick man was sitting 
Upon liis low pallet. Those thoughts, vaguely flitting, 



OlYiBs’d the silence between him and death, which seem’d near. 
-—"Pain o’erreaches itself, so is balk’d! else, how bear 
This intense and intolerable solitude. 

With its eye on my heart and its hand on my blo<Kl { 

Pulse by pulse! Day goes down: yet she comes not {^;aiu. 
Otbev suffering, doubtless, where hope is more plain, 
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Claims her elsewhere. I die, strange ! and scarcely feel sad. 
Oh, to think of Ooiistince ihvs, and not to go mad* 

But Death, it would seem, dulls the sense to his own 
Dull domgs . . 


XXXI. 

Between those sick eyes and ^e sun 
A shadow fell thwart. 


xxxn. 

’Tis tlie pale nun once morel 
But who stands at her side, mute and dark in the door? 

How <oft liad he watch’d through the glory and gloom 
Of the battle, with lung, longing looks that dim plume 
Which now (one stray sunbeam upon it) shook, stoop’d 
To where the tent-curtain, dividing, was loop’d! 

How that stern face had haunted and hover’d about 
The dreams it still scared! through what fond fear‘and doubt 
Had the boy yearn’d in heart to the hero! (What% like 
A boy’s love foi some famous man*) . . . Oh, to strike ^ 

A wild path through the battle, down striking perchance 
Some rash foeman too near the great soldier of France, 

And so fall in his glorious regard! . . . Oft, how oft 
Had his heart flash’d this hope out, whilst watching aloft 
The dim battle that plume dance and dart — never seen 
So near till this moment! how eager to gle&n 
Every stray word, dropp’d through the camp-babWe in praise 
Of his hero — each tale of old venturous days * 

In the desert! And now . . . could he speak out his heart 
Face to face with that man ere he died! 

xxxin. 

With a start 

The sick soldier sprang up: the blood sprang up in him, 

To his tliroat, and o’erthr^w him: he leel’d back: a dim 
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Sanguine haze fill’d his eyes; in his ears rose the din 
And tush, as of cataracts loosen’d within, 

Through which he saw faintly, and heard, the pale nun 
(Looking larger than life, where she stood in the sun) 
Point to him and murmur, “Behold!" Then that plume 
Seem’d to yave like a fire, and fade off in the gloom 
Which momently put out the world. 


XXXIV. • 


To his side 

Moved the man the boy dreaded yet loved . . . “ Ah I” . . . he sigh’d, 
“The smooth brow, the fair Vargrave face! and those eyes. 

All the mother's ! The old things again ! 

“Do not rise. 


You suffer, young man?” 


THE BOV. 

Sir, I die. 

THE DUKE. 

Not so young! 


THE BOV. 

So young? yes! and yet I have tangled among 
The fray’d warp and woof of this bnef life of mine 
Other lives tlian my own. Could my death but untwine 
The vext skein . . . but it will not. Yes, Duke, young — so young 1 
And I knew you not? yet I have done you a wrong 
Irreparable! . . . late, too late to repair. 

If I knew any means . . . but T know none! ... I swear, 

'If this broken fraction of time could extend 
Into infinite lives of atonement, no end 
Would seem too remote for my grief (could that be!) 

To include it ! Not too late, howeVer, for me 
To entreat: is it too late for you to forgive? 

21 
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THE DUKE. 

You wrong — my forgiveness — explain. 

THE BOY. 

Could I live! 

Such a very few hours left to life, yet I shrink, 

I falter! . . . Yes, Duke, your forgiveness I think 
Should free my soul hence. 

Ah! you could not surmise 

Tlmt a boy’s beating heart, burning thoughts, longing eyes 
Were following you evermore (heeded not!) 

While the battle was flowing between us : nor what 

Eager, dubious footsteps at nightfall oft went 

With the wind and the rain, round and round your blind tent, 

Persistent and wild as the wind and the rain. 

Unnoticed os these, weak os these, and as vain! 

Oh, how obdurate then look’d your tent! The waSite air 
Grew stem at the gleam which said . . . “Oflf! he^is there!" 

I know not what merciful mystery now 

Brings you here, whence the man whom you see lying low 

Other footsteps (not those!) must soon bear to the grave. 

But death is at hand, and the few words I have 
Yet to speak, I must speak them at once. 

Duke, I swear,' 

As I lie here (Death’s angel too close not to hear!) 

That I meant not this wrong to you. Due de Luvois, 

I loved your niece -r- loved? why, I love her! I saw, 

And, seeing, how could I but love her? I seem’d 

Bom to love her. Alas, were that all ! Had I dream’d 

Of Uiis love’s cruel consequence as it rests now 

Svar featfully present before me, I vow 

That tlu) secret, unknown, had gone down to tibe tomb 

Jnt» wbmh I descend . . Oh why, whilst there was room 

Ih life for warning, had no one ,the heart 
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To warn me? Had any one whisper’d . . . “ Depart 1” 

To the hope the whole world seem’d in league then to nurse! 

Had any one hinted . . . “Beware of the curse 

Which is coming!” There was not a voice raised to tell, 

Not a hand moved to warn from the blow ere it fell. 

And then . . then the blow fell on both ! This is why 

I implore you to pardon that great injury 
Wrought on her, and, through -her, wrought on you. Heaven knows 
How unwittingly ! 


THE DUKE. 

Ah ! . . . and, young soldier, suppose 
That I came here to seek, not grant, pardon? 

THE BOY. 

Of whom? 


Of yourself. 


. THE DUKE. 


THE BOY. 

Duke, I bear in my heart to the tomb 
No boyish resentment; not one lonely thought 
That honors you not. In all this there is naught 
'Tis for me to forgive. 

Every glorious act 

Of your great life starts forward, an eloquent fact, 

To confirm in my boy’s heart its faith ih your own. 
And have 1 not hoarded, to ponder upon, 

A hundred great acts from your life? Nay, all these, 
Were they so many lying and false witnesses. 

Does there rest not ont voice, which was never untrue? 
I believe in Gonstimce, Duke, as she does in. you! 

In this great world tffound us, wherever we tarn, 

Scone grief inpmediable we discern ; 
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And yet— there sits Gotd, calm in Heaven above I 
Do we trust one whit less in his justice or love? 
I judge not. 


THE DUKE. 

Enough! Hear at last, then, the ^th. 
Your father and 1 — foes we were in our youth. 

It matters not why. Yet thus much understand: 

The hope of my youth was sign’d out by his hand. 

I was not of those whom the buffets of fate 
Tame and teach: and my heart buried slain love in hate. 
If your own frank young heart, yet unconscious of all 
Wliieh turns the heart’s blood in its springtide to gall, 
And unable to guess even aught that the furrow 
Across these gray brows hides of sin or of sorrow. 
Comprehends not the evil and grief of my life, 

'Twill at least comprehend how intense was the strife 
Which is closed in this act of atonement, whereby* 

I seek in the son of my youtli’s enemy * 

The friend of my age. Let the present release 
Here acquitted tlie past! In the name of my niece, 
Wliom for my life in yours as a hostage I give. 

Are you great enough, boy, to forgive me, — and live? 

Wliilst he spoke thus, a doubtful tumultuous joy 
Cliased itt^ fleeting effects o’er the face of the boy: 

As when some stonpy moon, in a long cloud confined, 
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Struggles outward through shadows, the varying wind 
Alternates, and bursts, self-surprised, from her prison. 

So that slow joy grew clear in his face. He had risen 
To answer the Duke; but strength fail’d every limb; 

A strange, happy feebleness trembled through him. 

With a faiijt cry of rapturous wonder, he sank 
On the breast of the nun, who stood near. 

“ Yes, boy ! thank 

This guardian angel,” the Duke said. “I — you, 

We owe all to her. Crown her work. Live! be true 
To your young life’s fair promise, and live for her sake!” 
‘'Yes, Duke: I will live. I must live — live to make 
My whole life the answer you claim,” the boy said, 

" For joy does not kill ! ” 

Back again the faint head 
Declined on the nun’s gentle bosom. She saw 
His lips quiver, and motion’d the Duke to withdraw 
And leave them a moment together. 

* lie eyed 

Them both with a wistful regard; turn’d, and sigh’d. 

And lifted the tent-door, and pass’d from tlie tent. 

XXXV. 

like a furnace, the fervid, intense Occident 
From ite hot seething levels a great glare struck up 
On the sick metal sky. And, as out of a cup 
Some witch watches boiling wild portents arise, 

Monstrous clouds, mass'd, misshapen, and ting’d with strange dyes, 
Hover’d over the red fume, and changed to weird shapes 
As of snakes, .salamanders, efts, lizards, storks, apes, 

Chimeras, and hydras: whilst— ever the same — 

In the midst of all these (creatures fused by his flame, 

And changed by his influence I) changeless, as when, 

Ere he lit down to death generations of men, 

O’er that crude and ungainly creation, which there 
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With wild shapes this cloud-world seem’d to mimic in aia^ 
The eye of Heaven’s all-judging witness, he shone, 

And shall shine on the ages we "reach not — the sunl 

XXXVL 

Nature posted her parable thus in the skies, ^ 

And the man’s heart bore witness. Life’s vapors arise 
And fall, pass and change, group themselves and revolve 
Romid the groat central life, which is Love: these dissolve 
And resimie themselves, here assume beauty, there terror; 
And the phantasmagoria of infinite error. 

And endless complexity, lasts but a while ; 

Life’s, self, the immortal, immutable smile 
Of (rod, on the soul, in the deep heart of Heaven 
Lives changeless, unchanged : and our morning and even 
Aiu earth’s alternations, not Heaven’s. 


xxxvii. 


While he yU 

Watch’d the skies, with’ this thought in bis heart; wliilejie set 
Thus unconsciously all his life forth in his mind, 

Summ’d it up, search’d it out, proved it vapor and wind. 

And embraced the new life which that hour had reveal’d, — 
liove’s life, which earth’s life had defaced and conceal’d; 

Lucile left the tent and stood by him. 

Her tread 

Aroirsed him; and, turning towards her, he said; 

“ O StPUT Seraphine, are you happy ? ” 

“ Eugfene, 

What is happier than to have hoped not in vain ? ” 

She answer’d, — " And you ? ” 

"Yes.” 



“You do not repent?” 

" Thank Heaven ! ” she murmur’d. He musingly bent 
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His looks on the sunset, and somewhat apart 

Where he stood, sigh’d, as though to his innermost heart, 

“ 0 blessed are they, amongst whom I was not. 

Whose morning unclouded, without stain or spot, 

Predicife a pure evening; who, sunlike, in light 
Have traversed, unsullied, the world, and set bright!” 

But she in response, “Mark yon ship far away. 

Asleep on the wave, in the last light of day. 

With all its hush’d thunders shut up! Would yoii know 
X thought which came to me a few days ago, , 
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Whilst watching those ships? . . . When the great Ship of Lift 
Surviving, though shatter’d, the tumult and strife 
Of earth’s angry element, — masts’ broken short, 

Decks drench’d, bulwarks beaten — drives safe into port. 

When the Pilot of (lalileo, seen on the strhud, 

Stretches over the waters a welcoming hand; 

"When, heeding no longer the sea’s baMed roar, 

The mariner turns to lus rest evemore; 

What will then be the answer the helmsman must give^ 

Will it bo . . . ‘Lo oui log-book! Thus once did we live 
111 the zones of the South ; thus we traversed the seas 
Of the Onent ; there dwelt with the Hesperides ; 

Thence follow’d the west wind; here, eastward we turn’d; 

The stars fail’d us there; just here land we discern’d 
On our lee ; there the stoi-m overtook us at last ; 

That day went the bowsprit, the next day the mast; 

There the mermen came round us, and there we saw bask 
A siren ? ’ The Captain of Port will he ask * 

Aliy one of such questions ? 1 cannot think so ! * 

But . . . ‘ What is the last Bill of Health you can show I!, 
Not — How fared the soul through the trials she pass’d ? 

But — What is the state of that soul at the last?” 

"May it be sol” he sigh’d. “There! the sun drops, behold!” 

And indeed, whilst he spoke all the purple and gold 

III tlie west had turn’d ashen, save one fading strip 

Of light that yet gleam’d from the dark nether Ifp 

Of a long reef of doud ; and o’er sullen ravines 

And ridges the raw damps were h a ng ing white screens 

Of melancholy mist. 

“ Ewne dimittis ! ” she said. 

“ O Qod of the living ! whilst yet ’mid the dead 
And the dying we stand here alive, and thy days 
l^uming, admit space for prayer and for praise. 

In both tliese confirm us ! • 
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“The helmsman, Eugene, 

Needs the compass to steer* by. Pray always. Again 
We two part : each to work out Heaven’s will : you, I trust, 
In the world’s ample witness ; and I, as I must. 

In secret and silence ; ypu, love, fame, await ; 

Me, sorro'jy and sickness. We meet at one gate 
When all’s over. The ways they are many and wide, 

And seldom are two ways the same. Side by side 
May we stand at the same little door when all ’s done ! 

The ways they are many, the end it is one. 

He that knocketh shall enter: who asks shall' obtaiiy 
And who seeketh, he findeth. Bemember, Eugene ! ” * 

She tum!d to depart. 

“ Whither ? whither ? ”... he said. 

She stretch’d forth her hand where, already outspread 
On the darken’d horizon, remotely they saw 
The French camp-fires kindling. 



“0 Due de Luvois, 

See yonder vast host, with its manifold heart 

M a d e as wie man’s by one hope! Hiat hope ’tis your part 

To aid towards achievement, to save from reverse: 

through suffering to soothe, and through sideness to nurse. 
1 go to my., work : you to yours,” 
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’ Whilst she spoke, 

On the wide wasting evening there distantly broke 
The low roll of musketry. Straightway, auon. 

From the dim Flag-staff Battery bellow’d a gun. 



“Our chasseurs are at it!” he mutter’d. 

She turn’d, 

Smiled, and pass’d up the twilight 

He faintly disc^cn’d 

l^er form, now and then, on the flat Itirid sky 

Bise, and sink, apd recede through the mists : by and ‘by 

The vapors dosed round, and he saw ‘her’ no more. 
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XXXIX. 

Nor shall we. For her mission, accomplish’d, is o’er. 
The mission of genius on earth 1 To uplift, 

■purify, and confirm by its own gracious gift. 

The world^ in despite of the world’s dull endeavor 
To degrade, and drag down, and oppose it forever. 

The mission of genius : to watch, and to wait, 

To renew, to redeem, and to regenerate. 

The mission of woman on earth ! to give birth 
To the mercy of Heaven descending on earth. 

The mission of woman : permitted to bniise 
The head of the serpent, and sweetly infuse. 

Through the sorrow and sin of earth’s register’d curse. 
The blessing which mitigates all : born to nurse, 

And to soothe, and to solace, to help and to heiil 
The sick world that leans on her. This was Lucile. 


XL. 

A (jpower hid in pathos : a fire veil’d in cloud : 

Yet still burning outward : a branch which, though bow’d 
By the bird in its passage, springs upward again : 

Through all symbols I search for her sweetness — in vain ! 
Jud^e her love by her life. For our life is but love 
In act. Pure was hers: and the dear God above. 

Who knows what His creatures have need of for life. 

And whose love includes all loves, through much patient strife 

Led her soul into peaca Love, though love may be given 

In vain, is yet lovely. Her own native heaven 

More clearly she mirroPd, as life’s troubled dream 

Wore away; and love sigh’d into rest, like a stream 

That breaks its heart over wild jocks tonrard the shore 

Of the great sea which hushes it up evermore 

With its little wild wailing. No stream from its source 

Flows Seaward, how lonely soever its course, 
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But what some land is gladden’d. ^NTo star ever rosd 
And set, without influence somewhere. Who knows 
What earth needs from earth’s lowest creature ? No life 
Can be pure in its purpose and strong in its strife 
And all life not be purer and stronger thereby. 

The spirits of just men made perfect on high, 

The army of martyrs who stand by the Throne 
And gaze into the Face that makes glorious their own, 

Know this, surely, at last. Honest love, honest sorrow. 

Honest work for the day, honest hope for the morrow, 

Are these worth nothing more than the hand\hey make weary, 
The heart they have sadden’d, the life they leave dreary ? 

Hush !' the sevenfold heavens to the voice of the Spirit 
Echo: He that o’ercometh shall all things inherit. 

XLL 

The moon was, in fire, carried up through the fog; 

The loud fortress bark’d at her like a chain’d dog. ^ 

The horizon pulsed flame, the air sound. All without 
War and winter, and twilight, and terror, and doubt; 

All within, light, warmth, calm! 

In the twilight, longwhile 
Engine de Luvois with a deep, thoughtful smile 
Linger’d, looking, and listening, lone by the tent. 

At last he withdrew, and night closed as he went. 









